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NOTE 

This  play  is  called  a  Morality  to  make 
clear  to  what  type  of  play  it  belongs. 
But  it  has  not  a  full  right  to  this  title  ; 
for,  whereas  any  medieval  Morality  could 
suggest  the  whole  conception  of  life  and 
death  belonging  to  the  great  religion 
behind  it,  Death  and  The  Princess  can  only 
convey  one  side  (as  a  lyric  might  do) 
of   the   belief  of   some  people  to-day. 

The  characters  wear  medieval,  not  classical, 
dress.  The  King  of  the  Wood  should  be 
acted  in  a  mask. 

I  owe  the  design  which  faces  the  title- 
page  to  the  kindness  of  Mrs.  Bernard 
Darwin. 


CHARACTERS 


THE  PRINCESS,  Ruler  of  the  Island 

SARDONYX,  her  dwarf 

OLD   DAVUS 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

MYRMEX,   mother  of  Little  Davus 

CLEITA,  sister  of  Myrmex 

LORIS,  son  of  Cleita 

OLD    PHCEBE,  servant  to  Father  Mithradorus 

A   CROWD   OF   PEASANTS 

GORAS 

VALKA,  his  wife 

THE   TWO   CHILDREN  of  Goras  and  Valka 

THEIA,  a  mad  woman 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST  OF   MITHRAS 

FATHER   MITHRADORUS,  a  priest 

TWO   ACOLYTES 

THE    RED   WITCHES 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 


Valky 
{    Peasants 


Mountain 
Peasants 


DEATH      AND      THE      PRINCESS 


A  glade  in  a  beech-forest  on  the  side  of  a  mountain  ; 
through  it  runs  a  pathway.  At  the  back  is  a  wall  of  dark 
slabbed  rock,  high  in  which  is  the  darker  mouth  of  a  cavern. 
The  cavern  is  reached  by  a  kind  of  natural  staircase  made  of 
layers  of  the  granite.  It  is  evening  in  late  spring.  The 
light  is  still  clear,  but  it  darkens  steadily. 

Enter  from  the  left  OLD  DAVUS,  a  peasant,  carrying  a 
scythe,  and  LITTLE  DAVUS,  his  grandchild,  a  boy  of  about 
ten  or  eleven,  who  carries  a  hayfork. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

O,  Grandfather,  I  am  glad  it  is  not  often  we  need 
go  mowing  in  the  upper  meadows  ! 

OLD    DAVUS 

Truly  it  makes  a  hard  day.  We  will  sit  down 
here  and  rest,  till  the  others  overtake  us. 

He  sits  down  on  a  stone,  unfastens  a  leather 
wallet,  takes  out  a  whetstone,  and  begins  sharpening 
the  blade  of  his  scythe. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

Not  here,  Grandfather,  I  beg  you,  for  I  am  afraid 
of  the  Dragon  whose  home  is  in  these  woods. 

OLD    DAVUS 

Never  you  fret ;  on  a  clear  and  sunny  afternoon 
we  are  safe  in  these  woods  as  in  a  temple.  Evil 
spirits  have  only  power  by  night. 


LITTLE    DAVUS 

Grandfather,  the  shadows  are  long  already.  I  am 
afraid  it  will  grow  dark  whilst  we  sit  here,  and  then 
the  great  Red  Women,  the  witches  who  are  the 
servants  of  the  Dragon,  will  come  upon  us,  singing 
'  lou,  lou,'  and  steal  away  our  souls. 

Enter  myrmex  and  CLEITA,  two  middle-aged 
women,  with  hayforks. 

MYRMEX 

Lord  help  us,  Grandfather,  why  are  you  lingering 
in  this  place,  with  an  innocent  child  ?  Come  here, 
my  lamb. 

Little  Davus  goes  to  her. 

CLEITA 

But  a  stone's  throw,  it  may  be,  from  the  very 
habitation  of  the  monster  of  wickedness  !  For  they 
say  he  dwells  among  the  rocks. 

MYRMEX 

And  his  fiery  breath  it  may  be  even  now,  shaking 
the  leaves  of  the  trees  around  us. 

OLD   DAVUS 

You  are  both  of  you  more  foolish  than  the  child. 

MYRMEX 

What  has  the  child  said  ? 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

I  said  that  the  great  wicked  Dragon,  the  Evil  One; 
lives  in  these  woods,  and  the  Red  Women,  the 
Witches,  who  guard  him  for  ever.  And  every 
night,  when  it  is  dark,  they  go  down,  as  quick  as 
birds,  into  the  village ;    and  when  the  people  are 


fast  asleep  in  their  beds,  they  come  quietly,  quietly 
upon  them  singing  evil  strange  songs.  And  they 
touch  them  with  their  fingers,  thus  and  thus  (He 
gesticulates).  And,  though  the  people  see  them,  they 
can  do  nothing,  because  the  poisoned  breath  of  the 
Witches  makes  them  so  that  they  cannot  even  cry 
out.  And  the  souls  of  the  people  are  drawn  out  of 
their  bodies  in  the  shape  of  white  birds.  And 
this  is  true,  because  Father  Mithradorus  told  us 
all  in  school  ;  and  if  we  do  not  say  our  prayers  every 
night  and  morning  to  Mithras,  Lord  of  Heaven  and 
Earth,  then  the  Red  Women  will  come  for  us,  as 
they  did  last  week  for  the  miller's  wife,  who  gave 
me  apples. 

The  two  women  moan  assent. 

BOTH   WOMEN 

It  is  true — it  is  true. 

CLEITA 

Ten  souls  in  one  week  have  they  taken  from  our 
town. 

MYRMEX 

There  was  the  miller's  young  wife,  as  the  child 
says. 

CLEITA 

And  Theia,  my  neighbour,  who  lost  her  two  grown 
sons  in  one  night.  She  came  down  into  the  kitchen 
to  waken  them  at  cock-crow,  and  there  they  lay. 
The  elder  was  already  stark  and  cold,  but  the 
younger  looked  at  her  as  silly  as  a  baby.  *  I  am 
hollow,  mother,'  he  says  ;  '  it  has  gone.'  *  I  am 
hollow,  I  am  hollow ' — those  were  all  the  words  he 
would  speak  ;  and  before  the  evening  he  was  dead, 
like  his  brother. 

OLD   DAVUS 

It  was  a  double  funeral ;   I  attended  it  myself. 


LITTLE    DAVUS 
{seizing  the  opportunity) 

And  so  it  will  always  be,  Father  Mithradorus  told 
us  ;  the  people  will  be  minished  and  brought  low, 
until  the  time  when  a  Holy  Maiden  shall  come 
forth,  who  will  be  our  Great  Deliverer,  and  die  to 
save  us,  of  her  own  free  will,  as  it  is  written  in  the 
ancient  prophecy. 

MYRMEX 

The  child  speaks  the  truth.  Grandfather,  there 
is  much  that  you  could  learn  from  the  mouth  of  a 
child. 

CLEITA 

Ay,  when  will  come  the  fulfilment  of  the  ancient 
prophecy  ? 

MYRMEX 

Ay,  when  ? 

She  begins  chanting  in  a  melancholy  voice; 
Cleita  joins  in^  and  finally  Old  Davus  and 
Little  Davus 

The  shadow  of  the  Evil  One  :  the  terror  of  the  Evil 
Shall  fill  the  people's  heart  with  fear,  [One, 
And  all  the  land  with  darkness  ; 

Until  a  maiden  come  to  us  ;  a  shining  maiden  come 
To  be  our  Great  Deliverer,  [to  us, 

To  save  us  from  destruction. 

Her  youth  shall  be  a  sacrifice  :  her  beauty  shall  be 
In  joy  and  freedom  profifered  [a  sacrifice, 
To  save  us  from  destruction. 

A  people  then  shall  shout  for  joy  :  a  faithful  people 
The  terror  of  the  Evil  One  [shout  for  joy, 
Shall  be  destroyed  for  ever. 


MYRMEX 

Shall  be  destroyed,  destroyed  for  ever.  Ah, 
v;here  will  our  great  Deliverer  be  found  ? 

CLEITA  (shaking  her  head) 
I  am  sure  she  is  not  to  be  found  in  our  village. 

MYRMEX 

Nor  in  our  family  neither  !  Your  own  daughter, 
now,  is  a  handsome  maid  ;  but,  for  all  your 
fine  talk,  you  would  never  spare  her  to  be  our 
Deliverer  ;  no,  not  though  it  set  the  whole  country 
at  peace. 

CLEITA 

Hark  at  her  !  Here  am  I,  a  widowed  woman  with 
a  young  family  to  support,  and  Loris,  my  eldest  son 
given  to  idling  round  on  the  mountain  side,  playing 
wicked  heathen  melodies  on  an  old  pipe,  and  scarce 
doing  a  stroke  of  work  ;  and  she  talks  to  me  of 
sparing  my  one  grown  daughter.  How  does  she 
expect  me  to  live,  I  ask  her? 

OLD    DAVUS 

Come,  come,  let  us  have  none  of  this  foolish 
quarrelling.  Women  are  always  bickering  like  cats. 
Nevertheless,  Cleita  is  in  the  right  this  time.  Who 
can  expect  us  poor  country  folk  to  spare  our 
daughters  for  such  a  deed  ?  What  I  say  is,  let  one 
of  the  fine  ladies  from  the  court  of  our  own 
Princess  come  forth  and  die  for  us.  Her  parents 
would  not  starve  without  her.  (fFarming  up)  Yes,  I 
say,  it  is  the  plain  duty  of  our  young  Princess  to 
send  forth  one  of  those  fine  idle  gentlewomen  of 
hers  to  be  our  Deliverer. 


MYRMEX 

It  would  be  a  grand  and  noble  death,  certainly  ; 
but  the  young  Princess  cares  nothing  for  the  fate 
of  her  people.  She  has  never  so  much  as  heard 
her  great  forefather's  prophecy  concerning  the  Evil 
One.  Every  creature  in  the  land  has  heard  it,  but 
not  she. 

CLEITA 

It  is  true  ;  they  say  she  is  kept  as  ignorant  as  a 
new-born  baby. 

MYRMEX 

She  knows  nought  of  our  sufferings.  All  day 
she  sports  by  her  silver  fountains,  with  the  young 
princes,  her  lovers. 

CLEITA 

Whilst  her  dwarf  Sardonyx  makes  flattering  sweet 
music  on  his  lute.  They  say,  too,  this  same  little 
ugly  Sardonyx  watches  her  day  and  night  like  a  dog, 
so  that  none  but  sugary-tongued  courtiers  may  ever 
come  near  to  her. 

MYRMEX 

O,  there  is  no  hope  in  the  likes  of  her.  But  I 
say,  let  some  of  the  heathen  people  from  the 
mountains — they  who  have  got  no  souls — come 
down  and  die  for  us. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

Yes,  mother,  let  one  of  the  bad  mountain  children 
come  down  and  die  for  us. 

OLD    DAVUS 

So  that's  it,  is  it  ? 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

Grandfather,  it  would  serve  them  right,  because 
they  smothered  me  in  the  hay,  and  they  laughed  at 
me  when  I  said  I  was  afraid  of  the  Evil  One,  and 
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Goras  their  father  laughed  too.  And  they  said  there 
were  no  such  things  as  the  Red  Women,  and  they 
were  stories  made  by  Father  Mithradorus  to  frighten 
us,  and  they  called  him  a  black-beetle,  and  they 
said,  if  we  would  only  worship  their  God,  who  is 
half  a  bull  and  lives  in  the  woods,  then  we  should 
never  be  afraid  any  more. 

MYRMEX 

Their  God  is  a  shameful  heathen  fabrication  ; 
you  must  never  listen  to  what  they  say. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

But  cousin  Loris  listened,  and  he  said  it  was  true. 
And  cousin  Loris  played  on  his  flute  for  Goras,  and 
Goras  sung  songs  in  honour  of  his  Bull-God.  And 
then  Goras  said  cousin  Loris  was  a  fine  fellow  and 
a  fine  musician,  and  he  would  show  him  the  very 
spot  in  tlie  woods  where  his  God  dwelt.  And  so 
they  started  together,  and  so  .  .  . 

MYRMEX  {listening) 

And  so  they  are  coming  now  !  I  can  hear  their 
voices  raised  in  talk.  O,  Cleita,  that  a  son  of  yours 
should  have  fallen  thus  ! 

CLEITA 

I  will  never  believe  it  of  the  boy. 

OLD  DAVUS  (listening) 

It  is  certain  they  are  talking  with  one  another, 
and  laughing  friendly  too.     I  must  fathom  this. 

MYRMEX 

Get  back  into  the  woods,  all  of  you,  and  hide. 
We  must  catch  them  at  their  wicked  communing. 
{To  Cleita)  Then  will  you  believe? 
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They  all  hide  at  the  back  of  the  stage.  Enter 
GORAS,  a  mountain  peasant^  and  LORIS,  a  fair- 
haired  youth  of  eighteen.  He  carries  a  scythe  and 
has  a  flute  stuck  in  his  sash. 

GORAS 
Here  now,  this  is  the  spot.  I  wouldn't  think  to 
shew  this  spot  to  any  other  valley  man  but  yourself. 
Here  it  is  I've  made  my  offerings  regular  each 
spring  ;  for,  though  he  loves  all  open  spaces  in  the 
woods,  it's  here  only,  look  you,  even  where  this 
stone  stands,  that  I  saw  him  with  my  very  eyes. 

LORIS  {eagerly) 
Tell  me  how  it  befell. 

GORAS 

Ah  well,  I  seen  him  that  once  only,  when  I  was  a 
boy.  Though  many's  the  time  my  ears  have  heard 
him  since,  a-fluting  and  singing  to  himself,  far  off  in 
the  forest.  And  good  is  the  sound  of  his  singing, 
as  you  know  also. 

LORIS 

That  I  do,  Goras.  Why,  I've  sat  in  the  secret 
places  of  the  woods  and  listened  so  that  I  couldn't 
stir  for  listening.  And  I've  watched  for  his  appear- 
ance, through  long  hours,  not  so  much  as  winking 
an  eyehd.  But  yet  I've  seen  him  never.  Tell  me 
now,  Goras,  how  it  was. 

GORAS 

Well,  as  I  say,  it  was  one  spring  morning  when  I 
was  a  boy,  and  then  it  was  but  a  short  while  before 
he  vanished  away. 

LORIS 

Nay,  but  tell  me  quickly. 
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GORAS 

One  spring  morning  it  was,  in  the  grey  dawn 
before  the  sun  was  up.  Suddenly  I  come  upon  him, 
sitting  there  as  solemn  as  a  tower.  His  feet  were 
planted  upon  the  earth,  and  the  young  rabbits  were 
playing  about  them,  but  his  horns  reached  up 
among  the  high  leaves  ;  and  from  horn  to  horn 
measured  ten  spans,  he  was  so  great. 

Then  all  the  birds  started  singing  together  and 
my  heart  was  filled  with  joy,  and  I  fell  down  wor- 
shipping before  him  with  my  face  in  the  dew.  And 
I  cried  out  to  him  all  the  great  names  of  praise 
I  could  remember  .   .  . 

LORIS 
Ah,  Goras. 

GORAS 

I  could  never  tell  how  long  I  remained  so,  with 
my  head  full  of  his  sweet  singing  and  the  singing  of 
the  birds.  I  only  know  when  I  raised  myself  at 
last  the  bright  sun  was  shining  already.    And  he  .  .  . 

LORIS 

And  he  ? 

GORAS 

Why,  I  have  told  you,  he  was  vanished  away. 
{Loris  sighs.)  Ah  well,  so  he  is  always  with  us 
mortals.  But  that  once  was  enough.  I  have  never 
had  no  temptation  to  listen  to  your  valley  rigmaroles 
since  then,  I  can  tell  you.  For  I  have  been  sure  he 
was  the  one  King  of  the  Wood — the  Good  Spirit,  as 
we  call  him  in  the  mountains. 

LORIS 

Goras,  I  think  I'd  have  given  all  I  possess  to  be 
ith  you  then. 


with  you 
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GORAS 

Well,  well,  who  knows  that  the  same  thing  mayn't 
befall  you  one  fine  morning.  They  say  it  is  to 
young  men  and  maidens  above  all  that  he  chooses 
to  show  himself. 

LORIS  (shyly) 

If  you  would  but  teach  me,  Goras,  to  make  him 
an  offering  such  as  would  be  acceptable  to  him. 

GORAS 

And  if  I  did  so,  young  Loris,  you  would  not  speak 
of  it  in  the  valley  ? 

LORIS 

Never,  never ;  that  I  promise  you.  They  are  fools 
in  the  valley. 

GORAS 

Well  then,  it's  honey  cakes  he  chiefly  loves  (He 
feels  in  his  pocket  and  brings  out  some  little  flat  brown  cakes). 
Look  you.  Take  one.  Now,  when  I  leave  them  on 
this  stone — first  having  spoken  the  prayer  of 
offering — in  the  morning  always  they  are  gone. 

LORIS 

Let  me  hear  you  speak  the  words  of  prayer  now, 
Goras.     Then  I  shall  learn.     I  learn  quickly. 

GORAS 

Well  then,  you  mark  my  words.  These  are  the 
very  words,  which  his  spirit  loves.  And  when  I 
raise  my  hand  you  shall  speak  with  me  and  make 
your  offering. 

Come  to  us  in  the  spring,  when  the  snow  melts  on  the 

[mountains, 

O  thou  Horned  One,  Lord  of  the  Holy  Trees  ! 
Bring  us  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  may  our  goats 

Great  King  of  the  Wood  !  [be  fruitful. 
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Accept  these  cakes  of  honey  :  upon  thy  stone  we  lay 
them  .  .  . 

He  beckons  to  LoriSy  who  repeats  with  him. 

BOTH 

Accept  these  cakes  of  honey  :  upon  thy  stone  we  lay 
O  thou  Horned  One [them, 

Cleita  rushes  out  of  her  hiding  place  followed 
by  Myrmex  and  Old  Davus  and  Little  Davus. 

CLEITA 

Stay  him  !  stay  him  ! 

MYRMEX 

Not  a  word  more  shall  he  speak.  Loris,  you 
shameful,  abandoned  boy,  would  you  give  yourself 
utterly  into  the  power  of  heathen  spirits  ? 

CLEITA 

O  Loris,  Loris,  is  it  not  enough  that  we  live  day 
and  night  in  terror  of  the  Dragon  of  Death,  that  you 
should  bring  this  disgrace  upon  us  ? 

GOKAS 

Who  could  make  an  offering  in  the  midst  of  a 
hornet's  nest  ?  Come,  friend.  {He  pulls  Loris  away 
from  the  stone^  laughing). 

LORIS 

The  fools  ! 

MYRMEX 

Are  not  you  ashamed  of  yourself  ? 

LORIS 

No,  I  am  ashamed  for  you.  I'm  ashamed  that 
my  free  friend  Goras  should  so  much  as  set  eyes  on 
you  cringing  cowards. 
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MYRMEX 

What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

LORIS 

I  mean  what  I  say.  Your  whole  lives  are  ugly 
with  fear  of  the  King  of  Death. 

MYRMEX 

It  is  easy  to  speak  words  of  insult.  But  (pointing 
at  Loris)  I  know  who  would  be  the  first  to  fear  to 
come  before  his  black  presence. 

LORIS 

Never  should  I  fear  !  O,  though  you  are  blind 
with  ignorance,  I  will  speak  to  you  once  the  truth  I 
have  learnt  in  the  woods.  Truly  the  King  of  Death 
is  a  mighty  king  ;  but  he  is  not  black,  he  is  not 
terrible.  I  tell  you,  you  have  been  deceived.  You 
have  been  made  to  forget  his  one  true  name :  and 
that  name  is  the  Bringer  of  Sleep.  Dogs  and  hogs 
and  royal  princes,  in  the  end,  all  alike,  he  brings  it 
unto  us.  In  the  end,  all  alike,  we  lie  down  upon 
the  earth,  and  others  arise  in  our  stead.  I  ask  you, 
what  is  there  in  that  to  drive  you  to  such  desperate 
fear  ? 

MYRMEX 

This  is  folly. 

LORIS 

And  as  for  his  servants,  the  Red  Witches  for- 
sooth .... 

CLEITA  (interrupting) 

Ay,  Loris,  the  Terrible  Ones,  the  Snatchers  of 
Souls  .... 

LORIS 

I  tell  you  there  are  no  such  beings.  They  are  the 
inventions  of  wailing  old  priests  ! 
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CLEITA 

And  now  you  will  blaspheme  ! 

MYRMEX 

But  we  know  who  it  is  has  brought  him  to  this 
(turning  on  Goras).  Look,  how  he  stands  there 
grinning  like  a  serpent.  O  Goras,  you  evil-minded 
man  ! 

CLEITA 

Yes,  Goras,  it  is  you  who  have  misled  my  son. 
I  knew  such  wickedness  was  not  in  him  alone. 
When  he  sang  in  the  choir  of  the  temple  with  his 
hair  combed,  he  was  like  a  young  angel  of  heaven. 
The  very  priests  remarked  it.  They  said  they  never 
saw  so  apt  and  holy  a  child.  Ay,  and  Father 
Mithradorus  instructed  him  in  all  sacred  things  like 
his  own  son, 

MYRMEX 

But  we  know  what  you  in  the  mountains  think  of 
the  priests.  We  know  how  you  mock  at  their  holy 
teaching. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

And  call  them  beetles. 

CLEITA 

Goras,  you  snake,  get  back  to  your  savage  huts 
and  leave  me  with  my  son.  Go,  or  I  could  find  it 
in  my  heart  to  do  you  a  mischief. 

MYRMEX 

And  I. 

OLD    DAVUS 

Ay,  Goras  ;  you  had  best  go  back.  Words  will 
not  mend  matters. 
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GORAS 

There  you  are  right  ;  I  would  as  soon  waste  my 
words  on  an  ant-heap  as  on  these  valley  women.  {To 
Loris)  Goodbye,  friend.  Never  heed  them,  and 
their  pricks.     We  shall  meet  in  the  mountains. 

LORIS 

My  good  Goras  ! 

GORAS  {laughing) 

I  will  leave  my  offerings  before  a  more  peaceful 
shrine.  {He  pockets  the  honey-cakes.)  And  as  for 
you,  my  fine  ladies,  I  would  have  you  know  that  it 
will  be  dark  in  another  hour,  and  it  can  be  very 
dark  beneath  these  trees.  Take  heed  that  your 
Red  Women,  your  Red  Witches  with  the  bloody 
fingers,  do  not  descend  upon  you  suddenly  from 
yonder  cavern  mouth.     Goodnight  all  (Exit.) 

MYRMEX 

Heaven  preserve  us  !  Is  this  his  very  dwelling 
place  ? 

CLEITA 

O  Loris,  you  know  these  woods  too  well.  Speak, 
are  we  before  his  very  habitation  ? 

LORIS 

Yes,  mother.  But  he  is  not  evil,  I  tell  you  ; 
he  .     .     . 

CLEITA 

Be  quiet  with  your  useless  talk ! 

MYRMEX 

Miserable  boy,  how  could  you  direct  us  down 
this  way  ? 

CLEITA  {looking  at  the  cavern) 

It  is  like  a  great  black  mouth  of  night.  And  to 
think  that  they  are  so  near,  waiting  within. 
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OLD   DAVUS 

When  we  came  I  saw  nothing.  The  shadows 
have  darkened. 

LITTLE  DAVUS. 

It  is  growing  dark  everywhere,  Grandfather. 

OLD    DAVUS 

And  at  sunset  it  is  they  come  forth  into  the  valley. 

MYRMEX 

They  will  be  angry  that  Goras  has  defied  them  ! 

LITTLE  DAVUS 

And  they  will  be  angry  that  cousin  Loris  has 
mocked  at  them. 

MYRMEX 

They  will  be  revenged. 

CLEITA. 

What  are  we  here  for  ? 

A  long  wailing  cry  is   heard   in    the  wood. 
They  start^   and  shrink  together.     Even   Loris 
expression  changes.     He  raises  his  head  and  listens 
with  attention. 

A  VOICE 

O  help  ! 

ALL 

What's  that  ? 

THE    VOICE 

Help  !  Help  !  Oh,  if  you  be  wanderers  of  flesh 
and  blood,  help  a  poor  old  woman,  lost  in  the  Evil 
Woods.  Where  is  the  path  ?  I  shall  never  find 
the  path  again. 

LORIS  {deliberately) 

It  is  the  voice  of  old  Phoebe,  who  keeps  house 
for  Father  Mithradorus. 
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MYRMEX 

The  Lord  be  praised  !  so  it  is  ! 

OLD   DAVUS 

Ay,  it  is.     I  should  know  her  pipe  in  a  hundred. 

CLEITA 

Thank  God,  it's  nothing  worse  !  Mithras  !  What 
a  turn  she  gave  me  ! 

THE    VOICE    OF     PHGEBE 

I  hear  voices,  but  I  cannot  see.  The  branches 
bhnd  me. 

LORIS 

I  will  go  to  her  and  bring  her  down. 

He  goes  off  to  the  left.     The  others  talk  in  awed 
voices. 

OLD    DAVUS 

I  did  not  know  she  had  been  with  you. 

CLEITA 

I  thought  she  had  gone  home  long  since. 

MYRMEX 

She  must  have  strayed  off  the  path.  She  has 
been  half  blind  these  four  years. 

Enter  Loris  with  PHoeBE,  a  bent  wrinkled  old 
woman^  leaning  on  his  arm. 

ALL 

Why,  Phoebe,  Phoebe,  you  here  ? — Lord,  how 
strange  she  looks  ! 

PHCEBE 

Thanks,  my  sweet  son,  thanks  ;  may  heaven  bless 
and  reward  you  !  You  have  saved  the  life  of  a  poor 
old  woman.  Oh,  I  am  faint.  My  knees  are  all  of 
a  tremble. 
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myrmp:x  and  cleita 
bustling  round  her 
Here,   let   her  sit.      Put  your  arms   round   her. 
Phoebe,  Phoebe. 

PHCEBE   [sinking  on  to  the  stone) 

My  dear  friends,  I  thank  you.  Myrmex  and 
Cleita,  and  Old  Davus,  and  Little  Davus  I  see.  O 
— O  !      [She  has  a  fit  of  trembling.) 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

Mother  Phoebe,  why  are  you  shaking  like  that  ? 

OLD    DAVUS 

Why  now,  Phoebe,  what's  all  this  about  ? 

PHCEBE   (in  gasps) 
Ah,  my  friends,  if  you  knew  but  what  I  know,  I 
warrant    you    would    be   terror-struck  likewise — if 
you  knew  but  what  befell  the  holy  father  himself — 
in  these  very  woods. 

ALL 

What  was  it,  what  ?     Tell  us. 

PHCEBE 

Only  last  night  it  was,  and  if  you  had  but  set  eyes 
on  his  face,  when  he  came  in  to  me  !  White  as  a 
sheet ;  and  the  fits  of  gasping  came  over  him,  like  a 
dying  man.  '  Heaven  help  us,  Phoebe,'  says  he, 
*  the  sight  I  have  seen,  the  sight  I  have  seen! ' 

ALL 

What  had  he  seen,  Phoebe  ?     What  was  it  ? 

PHCEBE  [solemnly) 
The  Snatchers  of  Souls  it  was.    The  Red  Witches. 

They  all  stir ;    Little    Davus  gives  a   cry ; 
Loris  laughs. 

ALL 

The  Ivord  preserve  us  !  Tell  us  more.  Tell  us, 
Phoebe. 
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PHCEBE 

Well,  he  had  been  up  in  the  high  villages,  as  he 
goes  each  month,  endeavouring  to  turn  away  the 
hearts  of  the  heathen  people  from  their  wicked 
superstitions.  So  it  was  dark  already  when  he  came 
through  these  evil  woods. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

It  is  getting  dark  now,  Grandfather. 

MYRMEX   AND   CLKITA 

{^absorbed  in  listening) 
Hush — sh — 

PHCEBE 

So  he  came  along,  looking  neither  to  the  left  nor 
the  right,  but  he  strengthened  his  heart  by  the 
saying  of  a  prayer  and  hearkening  continually  to 
the  bells  of  the  temple  chiming  afar  off  in  the 
valley.  And  thus  he  was  nearly  come  in  safety  to 
the  edge  of  the  wood  and  the  open  fields,  when  all 
at  once  the  holy  bells  ceased  their  ringing  and  the 
words  of  the  prayer  went  out  of  his  head  like  a 
dream.  And  turning  round  he  saw  them,  he  saw 
them  plain.  They  came  with  all  swiftness  towards 
him,  leaping  like  hares  down  the  stony  path,  and 
laughing  and  crying  out  in  triumph.  Their  faces 
were  dark  as  mould,  but  their  fingers  were  stained 
with  blood,  and  one  of  them  sucked  her  fingers  as 
she  ran  ;  he  saw  it  all  plain,  as  they  drew  near 
through  the  tree-stems.  And  he  felt  that  their 
poisoned  breath  was  upon  him,  for  his  head  became 
full  of  a  great  stupor  like  the  coming  of  death,  and 
his  knees  gave  way  beneath  him,  and  he  fell  to  the 
ground  like  a  stone.  {They  all  exclaim  and  murmur.) 
But  even  as  his  knees  touched  the  earth,  strength 
was  given  him  to  pray,  so  that  he  cried  out  in  a 
loud  voice,   '  O  Mithras,  most  pitiful  Lord,  help  thy 
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servant  in  his  agony  ! '  And  at  that,  at  the  very 
speaking  of  the  name  of  the  Lord,  it  seemed  that 
he  was  helped  and  strength  was  given  him  to  flee. 
And  he  rose  to  his  feet  without  ever  looking  back, 
for  he  knew,  if  he  once  more  beheld  the  terror 
of  their  faces,  he  would  be  lost  for  ever.  And  he 
sped  down  the  path  with  a  power  that  was  greater 
than  that  of  a  man,  for  the  Lord  was  with  him. 
And  all  the  way,  till  he  came  to  the  porch  of  the 
temple,  he  heard  their  bestial  cries  and  laughter 
behind  him,  and  the  path  was  lit  by  the  flaming 
of  their  presence. 

LITTLE    DAVUS 

O  mother,  mother,  take  me  away.  I  see  flames 
within  the  cavern. 

PHCEBE 
seeing  the  cavern  for  first  time 

What,  are  we  now  right  before  his  very  dwelling? 
Mithras  Helios  protect  us  !  And  this  the  very  hour 
of  twilight  when  the  Terrible  Ones  come  down 
into  the  valley. 

LITTLE  DAVUS 

flinging  himself  into  his  mother  s  skirts  in  an 
agony  of  fear 

O,  they  are  coming,  they  are  coming  for  me  ! 
I  hear  the  roaring  of  his  breath.  O,  O,  take  me 
home  quickly  ! 

OLD   DAVUS  (rising  grimly) 

Ay,  we  had  best  all  go  home. 

MYRMEX 

Come  quick,  my  treasure,  my  lamb  ;  he  shan't 
hurt  you.     Come. 

CLE  IT  A 

Ay,  go  on  quickly  with  the  child  ;  we  will  follow. 
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LITTLE  DAVUS 

No,  no,  Aunt  Cleita,  you  hold  my  other  hand  ; 
Grandfather,  come  too,  come  close  to  us  here. 
Grandfather,  if  the  Red  Witches  come,  will  you  cut 
off  their  heads  with  your  scythe  ?  Where  is  cousin 
Loris  ?  I  want  cousin  Loris  to  come  too.  (Little 
Davus  is  hurried  off  by  the  two  women.) 

OLD    DAVUS 

trying  with  trembling  fingers  to  do  up  his  wallet 

A  plague  on  this  wallet  !  Loris,  my  son,  you 
have  young  eyes,  you  fasten  my  wallet.  I  had  best 
go  along  with  those  helpless  women. 

PHGEBE  [hobbling  after  them) 
What,  would  you  all  desert  me  again  ? 

OLD  DAVUS 

Now  then,  Phoebe,  let  us  have  none  of  this 
snivelling  and  nonsense.  You  come  along  with  me, 
and  have  a  care  where  you  tread.  Another  hour 
will  see  us  home,  though  I  think  we  should  have 
done  well  to  bring  a  lantern.  It  darkens  too  quickly 
for  my  liking  in  these  woods. 

PHCEBE 

O  Lord,  shall  I  ever  see  my  own  fireside  again  ? 

OLD    DAVUS 

Make  haste  with  that  wallet,  Loris,  and  follow  me. 
Exeunt  Old  Davus  and  Phoebe. 

CLEITA  {calling  without) 
Loris,  Loris,  are  you  coming  ? 

The  voices  of  Cleita,  Myrmex  and  Little  Davus 
are  heard  calling  more  and  more  faintly. 
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VOICES 

Loris,  come  quickly.     Loris  !     Loris  !     Loris  ! 

Loris  remains  standing  still  in  the  middle  of 
the  stage.     It  is  now  almost  dark. 


LORIS 

No,  I  am  not  coming;  I  am  not  coming;  I  am 
not  coming.  Quickly  or  slowly,  Loris  is  not  coming 
home  to-night !  Ha.  .  .  [he  begins  to  laugh  excitedly 
and  then  checks  himself  to  listen)  Yes,  they  will  be  back 
at  the  village  in  an  hour  now,  if  their  Mithras  mer- 
cifully grant  that  they  perish  not  of  terror  at  sight 
of  their  own  shadows  on  the  way.  Lord,  what  a 
to  do !  all  of  them  wild  with  panic  like  a  lot  of 
sheep,  because  of  these  old  women's  stories.  But  I 
swear  that  this  shall  be  the  last  night  of  their 
terrors.  I  will  prove  to  them  that  these  Red  Women 
are  nothing  but  vile  inventions,  spun  out  of 
their  own  musty  brains.  By  watching  all  night 
through,  will  I  prove  it.  As  safe  as  in  my  cham- 
ber will  I  watch  in  these  dark  woods.  For  he 
who  is  King  of  the  Wood  will  be  my  great  pro- 
tector. And  when  daylight  comes,  I  will  return 
to  the  village,  more  fresh  than  a  lark,  and  I  will 
assemble  the  people  in  the  market-place  and  cry 
to  them  that  their  tales  of  the  Red  Women  are 
so  many  lies.  *  Yes,'  I  will  say,  '  I  watched  all 
night,  even  at  the  mouth  of  the  cavern  of  Death ; 
yet  I  heard  nothing  but  the  wind  among  the 
leaves ;  yet  I  saw  nothing  but  the  stars  wheeling 
overhead  till  morning.'  And  at  that  they  will 
rejoice  and  marvel  and  admire  among  themselves, 
and    a    maiden,    not    foolish    like    mv    sister,    but 
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shining  and  fair,  will  come  out  of  the  crowd,  give 
me  her  hands,  and  say  "•  *  Now  that  Loris,  the  flute- 
player,  has  shown  us  the  truth,  I  will  die  gladly  to 
save  the  country.'  Then  they  will  all  rejoice 
together  and  the  country  will  be  saved  ;  and  we  two, 
the  maiden  and  I,  will  be  remembered  in  song  and 
story  for  ever.  And  because  of  us,  men  will  leave 
their  new  Gods  and  return  again  to  you,  great  Lord 
of  the  Forest  !  ( He  begins  shouting  in  an  ecstasy  of  daring 
and  with  increasingly  long  pauses  between  his  epithets^  as  it 
were  listening  for  their  effect).  And  there  will  remain 
none  to  believe  in  your  power  then,  You  Red 
Women,  you  Red  Witches,  you — you  vile  Snatchers 
of  Souls,  you,  with  the  obscene  green  faces  and 
bloody  fingers,  and  filthy  flaming  torches  !  (He 
starts  suddenly)  Hu  !  what's  that  ?  It  must  have  been 
lightning.  Well,  I  always  knew  we  should  have  a 
storm  after  the  sultry  day.  Why  should  I  fear 
lightning  ?  I  care  nothing  for  these  tales  of  the 
Witches  and  their  flaming  torches.  I  care  nothing. 
Nothing  (He  cries  out  with  such  vehemence  that  he  almost 
chokes.)  Come,  come,  I  must  be  quiet.  Why  did  I 
cry  out  so  loud  ?  Why  is  my  heart  beating  so  loud  ? 
I  must  be  quiet,  I  say.  Why  should  I  heed  the 
words  of  Father  Mithradorus  ?  I  thought  him  wise 
when  I  was  a  boy.  But  he  knows  nothing  at  all. 
The  trees  are  wise  ;  they  know. 

In  a  trembling  voice 

O  holy  trees,  my  old  companions, 

Is  not  the  King  of  the  Wood  your  Lord  and  mine  ? 

How  often  under  your  green  heights  I've  sat 

A-making  songs  in  his  honour,  all  day  long, 

Sweet  songs — glad  songs.     O,  you  remember,  trees, 

My  songs  ? 

Silence 

Listen;  I'll  play. 
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He  pulls  out  his  flute  and  begins  to  play  an 
air ;  it  becomes  quavering^  and  ends  in  a  long 
wail. 
I  cannot  play.     It  is  too  dark  to  play. 
Why  are  you  all  so  different  in  the  dark  ? 
You  seem  like  dragons  standing  round  me.     Ough ! 
I  dare  not  look  at  you  ! 

Jumping  up  desperately^  and  facing  audience. 

I  will  look  at  the  free  sky  then  ;  I  will  count  the  stars. 

He  raises  his  arms.,  pointing  like  a  child. 

Why,  there  is  the  Great  Bear,  and  there's  the  Ram. 

Behind  him   a  RED  WOMAN  appears  slowly 
from  the  mouth  of  the  cavern.,  and  there  stands 
motionless^  like  a  sentinel.,  gazing  at  him. 
And  there's  the  Northern  Crown,  there,  there, 

(He  begins  staggering)  and  there  ! 
O,  I  am  shuddering  so,  I  cannot  see  ! 

He  catches  hold  of  his  head 

These  thunder  clouds  keep  swallowing  up  the  stars — 
These  horrible  thunder  clouds.    What  is  it  ?    No  ! 
There  are  no  clouds.     It  is  my  eyes  are  strange. 
There's  something  swims  across. 

He  makes  a  gesture  as  of  pushing  something 
away  from  before  his  eyes. 

No,  it's  my  head 
Is  heavy  with  the  coming  of  the  storm. 

His  head  seems  to  drop  backwards  of  its  own 
weight. 
My  arms  have  grown  like  lead. 

He  drops  his  arms  helplessly. 

Here,  let  me  lean 
Here,  on  this  tree.     I  thought  I  heard  the  bells 
Of  the  temple  ring  in  the  valley.     O,  my  head  ! 
It  bows  me  to  the  ground.     My  head,  my  head. 
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He  falls  slowly.  The  Witch  remains  motion- 
less., hut  her  eyes  follow  him  down  as  he  fallsy 
and  she  smiles.     He  speaks  faintly  and  slowly. 

There's  a  huge  darkness  round  me.     Is  it  sleep  ? 
I  must  not  sleep.     I  say,  I  must  not  sleep  ; 
I  must  keep  watch  all  night.     O  Lord,  I  must 
Keep  watch  ...  all  night  .  .  .  unafraid. 

He  swoons  completely. 

FIRST   WITCH 
calling  into  the  cavern 
Sisters,  the  night ! 

WITCHES  (within  the  cavern) 

Is  the  night  grown  dark  ? 

FIRST   WITCH 

It  has  darkened  ;  it  has  fallen. 

WITCHES  (within  the  cavern) 
It  is  there  ! 

FIRST   WITCH 

Yea,  the  night  is  fallen  deep,  and  a  fool  is  fallen 

[asleep. 

WITCHES 

Where,  where,  where  ?     Where,  where,  where  ? 
(pointing  and  laughing)     Ah,  there  ! 

Beware,  O  fool  ;  your  hour  has  come. 

Our  monarch  is  awoken  in  his  lair  ; 
And  fresh  as  a  stream,  the  soul  of  you  will  seem, 

And  tender  for  his  long  teeth  to  tear. 
(laughing)     Aha,  beware  ! 

FIRST   WITCH 

Sisters,  the  night ! 
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WITCHES 

Let  us  dally  no  more. 

He  is  woken,  he  is  hungering  within. 
Start,  start,  start  !  and  capture  him  a  heart  ; 

To  dally  in  the  darkness  is  a  sin, 
(They  shout)     Ah,  begin  ! 

They  begin  coming  down  the  steps  from  the 
cavern^  the  First  Witch  leading.  They  chant 
in  unison. 

ALL 

Ablathanalba,  Ablathanalba, 
Soul,  Soul,  come  hither  ! 
By  the  power  of  the  holy  names :  of  him  that  is 

[monarch  of  night, 
Soul,  come  hither  ! 

By  the  strength  of  his  secret  names  :   Blasaloth, 

[lao,  leo, 

Soul,  Soul,  come  hither  ! 
Sabaoth,  Patoiire,  Zagoure,  Baroiikh,  Adonai,  Eloai, 

Soul,  come  hither  ! 

Ablathanalba,  hear,  O  soul  ; 
Wings  thou  shalt  have  to  fly  ; 
And  thy  wings  shall  be  strong  as  flames  :  by  the 

[power  of  his  holy  names, 
Baroukh,  Adonai. 

FIRST   WITCH 

By  the  power  which  none  may  resist  :   of  his  holy 

[invincible  names, 
I  will  make  thy  wings  to  grow. 
I  will  make  thy  wings  like  flames,  through  the 

[strength  of  his  secret  names. 
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ALL 

Abraxas,  Barbarao. 

They  are  now  near  Lorn.      The  First  fVitch 
leans  over  his  heart. 

FIRST  WITCH 

Soul,  I  will  whisper  to  thee  :  this  is  the  way  to  be  free. 

ALL 

Soul,  Soul,  dost  thou  hear  us? 
The  First  Witch  touches  Loris  three  times  ovet 
his  heart. 

FIRST   WITCH 

So,  so,  and  so. 

ALL 

Blasaloth,  lao,  leo. 
Soul,  draw  near  us  ! 

FIRST  WITCH 

Soul,  soul,  hast  thou  heard  ?  come  in  the  form  of  a 

[bird  ! 

ALL 

Come,  as  our  wisdom  has  taught  thee. 

FIRST  WITCH 
with  her  hand  feeling  over  his  heart 
It  is  near,  it  is  near,  it  is  near  :   it  is  soft  in  my 

[hands  ;  it  is  here. 

[She  holds  up  het  hands  as  if  showing  some- 
thing in  triumph). 

ALL 

Soul,  we  have  caught  thee  ! 

[the  world, 

By  the  strength  of  his  holy  names  :  created  ere  ever 
To  bind  and  compel  and  control, 

Paphro  Osoronophris,  Baroiikh,  Adonai,  Eloai, 
We  have  caught  thee,  O  soul ! 
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There  is  a  sound  of  laughter  in  the  distant 
woods. 

FIRST   WITCH 

Stopping  suddenly  with  raised  hand^  and  listening 

My  sisters,  beware — 

Who  draws  near — over  there  ? 

She  goes  to  the  side  and  peers  out  seeming  to  smell  the  air 

A  virgin — a  maid 
Unafraid. 

ALL 

Unafraid  ! 
They  clamour  after  one  another 

She  is  gay — She  is  proud — 

She  is  laughing  aloud — 

Her  laughter  is  clear — 

It  hurts  me  to  hear — 

I  am  hurt — I  am  sick — 

I  am  wounded — Be  quick — 

Let  us  go — Let  us  fly — 

I  am  sick — So  am  I — 

I   am  sick  at  the  sight — 

She  has  poisoned  the  night — 

Let  us  fly — Let  us  go — 

Blasaloth,   leo — 

She  is  here — She  is  nigh — 

Let  us  fly — Let  us  fly — 

Exeunt  Witches. 

It  is  now  so  dark  that  the  cavern  mouth  cannot 
he  seen  ;  only  a  solid  wall  of  rock  is  visible  at  the 
back  of  the  stage.  Enter  the  PRINCESS  runnings 
she  reaches  the  middle  of  the  stage  and  flings  back 
her  hair. 
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PRINCESS 

O,  I  am  free,  like  a  thing  that  was  born  in  the  woods ! 

she  looks  back  and  calls 

Come  this  way,  Sardonyx  ; 

(to  herself)  How  swift  I  ran. 
As  if  my  feet  were  magical,  and  now 
The  happiness  of  running  makes  me  laugh. 
Look,  look  the  stars  are  out !    Come  hither  and  sing  ! 

Enter  SARDONYX,  a  hunched  dwarf  with  a 
yellow-brown  face.     A  lute  is  slung  round  him. 

SARDONYX 
panting  and  reproachful 

My  Queen,  you  flew  so  fast.     I  could  not  see. 
I  stumbled  on  a  stick,  like  a  twisted  snake  ; 
I  cannot  sing.     I  am  hurt.     I  fear  we  are  lost. 

PRINCESS 

My  poor  old  panting  one  !     Sit  quiet  then, 
And  listen  to  the  singing  of  your  heart. 

She  makes  him  sit  at  her  feet  and  pulls  back 
his  head  to  rest  against  her  knees. 
What  beauty  !     In  the  rustling  woods  all  day 
I  have  been  washed  in  joy.     Round  every  turn 
I  thought  I  should  have  found  the  Kingof  the  Woods, 
They  write  of  in  old  books — that  brown-faced  king. 
Making  the  butterflies  dance  in  empty  glades. 
Where  the  sweet  shadows  lay. 

I  know  he  was  near  ; 
And  still,  O  trees,  you  caverns  of  the  night, 
I  think  he  is  among  you — very  near, 
Just  in  some  dell  of  grass,  beside  the  stream, 
Falling  asleep  as  the  night  falls  .  .  . 
Can  you  not  picture  him,  my  Sardonyx, 
From  brown,  unclasped  fingers  letting  slip 
The  pipes  he  blew  so  joyously  in  the  sun  ? 
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SARDONYX 

How  should  I  speculate  on  pagan  gods 
In  this  extremity  ?  now  we  are  doomed 
Never  to  reach  the  palace  ! 

PRINCESS 

Sardonyx  ! 
To  name  my  palace  is  high  treason  here. 
My  prison-house  !  where  courtiers  compete 
To  smother  up  the  truth  in  cloth  of  gold, 
Lest  I  should  glimpse  it  naked  !     Ah,  it  seems. 
In  these  wide  woods,  like  an  impossible  nightmare  ! 

SARDONYX 

Indeed,  your  Majesty 

PRINCESS 

At  dewy  dawn 
I  heard  the  sweetest  clamour  of  the  birds, 
And  I  escaped.     That  strong  invisible  fear 
Filling  each  corner  of  my  palace  halls 
Left  me.     And  now  you  dare  .  .  . 

SARDONYX 

My  sweetest  queen, 
Your  palace  is  a  treasury  of  joy ; 
I  cannot  comprehend  you  .... 

PRINCESS 

No,  indeed ; 
You  are  a  courtier.     These  holy  trees 
(Was  not  my  old  nurse  right,  who  named  them  thus  ?) 
Are  the  first  people  I  have  ever  known 
Who  spoke  the  truth  to  me. 

SARDONYX 

Your  Highness  jests. 
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PRINCESS 

Nay,  Sardonyx,  your  little  yellow  ears 

Are  sharp  enough  at  court,  but  out  of  doors 

They  serve  you  ill.     O  listen,  listen  now, 

Can  you  not  hear  the  great  trees  tell  each  other 

The  secrets  of  their  wisdom  ?     Never  priests 

Were  half  so  solemn. 

SARDONYX 

Madam,  I  can  hear 
The  creaking  of  my  lute. 

PRINCESS 

Ah,  deaf,  deaf  ears  ! 
looking  round  again 
I  would  say  prayers,  but  they  are  mumbled  things ; 
I  know  of  none  in  praise  of  growing  woods. 

SARDONYX 

If  but  your  very  reverend  trees  could  tell 
The  best  way  back,  I'd  bless  their  wisdom  then. 
But  since  your  highness  ran  so  madly  swift, 
We  have  lost,  we  have  lost  the  path. 

PRINCESS 

Come,  Sardonyx, 
I  hate  to  hear  you  like  a  frightened  dog  ; 
No  more  of  this  ! 

SARDONYX 

Ah,  Madam,  if  you  knew 
The  things  I  feared  .... 

(wailing  again)     And  now  the  path  is  lost  ! 

PRINCESS 

No,  no  ;  I  say  this  is  the  path. 
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Sardonyx  goes  on  inarticulately  moaning 

My  friend, 
You  tire  me  whining  thus.     Come,  follow  me  ! 

She  begins  walking  ahead^  and  comes  suddenly 
upon  the  body  of  Loris^  lying  stretched  out  as  if 
in  sleep. 
What's  this  ? 

SARDONYX 
shrieking^    blindly  frightened^    and   trying   to 
catch  hold  of  her  skirts. 

Beware  !     Beware  ! 

PRINCESS  (shaking  him  off) 
Leave  me  alone  ! 
There's  nothing  awful  here.     It's  just  a  boy, 
A  country  boy  asleep.     Look  at  his  scythe, 
Look  at  his  breathing  body  and  tumbled  hair. 

SARDONYX 

Heaven  be  praised  !    Here's  happiness.    These  louts 
Know  their  vile  woods  by  heart. 

He  swallows  his  tears  and  begins  to  be  officious 
and  important. 

He  shall  be  roused. 
Roused  and  direct  us  instantly.     Meanwhile, 
Till  all  is  clear  I  beg  you  to  retire. 
Permit  me  ! 

He  leads  her  back  with  a  courtly  gesture,  and 
disposes  her  behind  a  beech-trunk.      Then  skips 
back  to  the  sleeping  youth  and  says  exultantly 
Now  I'll  rouse  him  ! 
(He  shouts  loudly  and  rudely)  Ho,  you  fool  ! 

PRINCESS 
springing  forward  again 
Why  do  you  use  that  rough  and  horrid  voice 
To  such  a  gentle  boy  ? 
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SARDONYX 

Your  Majesty  .  .  . 

PRINCESS 

He  must  be  tired  out  to  sleep  so  sound. 
It  seems  a  shame  to  rouse  him,  but  at  least 
I'll  waken  him  myself. 

(She  looks  at  him).     How  brown  he  is, 
And  sleeping  like  a  child  ! 

(She  bends  over  him).  Young  man  !  Young  man  ! 
Young  man  !  (She  touches  him  gently  on  his  breast.  He 
shudders  horribly  all  over,  and  she  starts  away  involun- 

[tarily). 

SARDONYX  (hurrying  forward) 

Princess,  I  beg  you  ! 

Loris  sits  up  clutching  at  his  breast  as  if  it 
were  very  cold,  and  speaks  as  though  in  a  trance, 
seeing  no-one. 

LORIS 

O,  my  dream  .... 
They  have  taken  it,  I  am  hollow  ...  It  has  gone.  .  . 
I  dreamt  .   .   .     (His  eyes  wander  down  and  he  sees  his 

scythe). 
What's  this  ?     What  was  I  doing  here  ? 

SARDONYX 

Why,  sleeping  like  a  hog  among  the  woods. 
Until  I  woke  you. 

LORIS 

Did  you  wake  me  ? 

SARDONYX 

Yes. 

LORIS 

Then  I  was  sleeping  in  the  woods  ;  you  woke  me  ? 
You  found  me  sleeping  in  the  dark,  and  woke  me  ? 
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SARDONYX 

Why,  yes,  I  say. 

LORIS 

And  was  that  all  you  saw  ? 
Were  there  no  red  lights  shining  when  you  came  ? 

lowering  his  voice 
No  women  crowding  round  me  ? 

making  an  effort  to  collect  his  thoughts 

Tell  me,  please, 
Were  the  woods  quiet  [listening),  quiet  as  they  are 

[now? 

SARDONYX 

Why,  yes,  young  oaf. 

LORIS 

And  you  saw  nothing,  nothing? 
No  horrible  lights  and  voices?  nothing  was  there? 

SARDONYX 

I  tell  you,  no,  fool. 

LORIS  (slowly) 

Then  it  was  a  dream. 
But  all  the  same  I  cannot  bear  it  now ; 
I  must  go  home. 

He  rises  with  difficulty. 

SARDONYX 

Go  home !  I'm  glad  to  hear  it. 
And  when  my  Lord  has  kindly  catechised 
His  slave  sufficiently,  perchance  he'll  deign 
To  give  him  one  plain  answer.     {He  makes  a  sweeping 
\^bow ;  then,  brutally)   Then  go  snore 
Till  you  arc  sober  and  can  recognize 
Your  betters  when  you  see  them, 

Loris  stands  like  a  statue,  seeming  neither  to 
hear  nor  see. 
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Frozen  owl  ! 
Which  is  the  way,  do  you  hear  ? — to  the  palace 

[grounds  ? 

He  shakes  him. 

LORIS  (mechanically) 

You  have  come  too  far.     Go  back  along  this  path, 
Then  to  the  right  and  downwards.     You  will  reach 
The  palace  garden  where  the  fountain  is 
In  half-an-hour. 

(With  no  change  of  tone) 

Now,  I  must  go  home. 

SARDONYX 

Well,  fool,  I  thank  you.    Take  this  for  your  pains — 
He  tugs  out  a  leather  purse  and  offers  him  gold. 

LORIS 

I  do  not  want  your  gold.     I  must  go  home — 
Give  me  my  scythe,  little  man.      I  cannot  stoop. 

He  makes  an  effort  to  pick  it  up. 

Sardonyx  picks  up  the   scythe    contemptuously 
and  daintily  and  places  it  on  his  shoulder. 

LORIS 
Goodnight ;  I  must  go  home. 

Exit  Loris,  moving  like  a  sleep-walker. 

SARDONYX  (joyfully) 

And  now  to  the  palace ! 

PRINCESS 
standing  stilly  not  noticing  Sardonyx 
He  never  looked  at  me  ;   I  wished  he  would. 
Why  did  he  speak  so  strangely  ? 
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SARDONYX 

He  was  drunk. 

PRINCESS 

Who  could  confuse  a  drunkard's  slattern  face 
With  that  fair  boy's  ?     No,  he  seemed  strange  on 
Pitiful  as  a  wandering  ghost.  [earth, 

She  passes  her  hand  over  her  forehead. 

What's  this  ? 
The  bare  remembrance  of  his  gazing  eyes 
Twists  at  my  heart  with  fear  ....  shatters  the  peace 
The  woods  bestowed.     Ah  now — Ah  now, — Ah 

now — 
Sardonyx^    in    impotent   agitation,    snaps    his 
fingers  as  if  trying  to  catch  hold  of  something 
which  will  prevent  her  from  going  on  speaking. 

It  rushes  on  me — what  the  whole  day  through 
I  hungered  to  forget.     This  weight  of  fear 
Which  all  men  feel,  and  all  in  turn  deny. 
This  horrible,  hopeless  sense  of  something  hid ! 

Turning  on  Sardonyx 

Why  are  my  councillors  all  mute  ?     What's  this 

Can  dash  my  feather-headed  courtiers 

Making  them  mope,  and  murmur  ?  .  .  .  Ah  !  what  is  it  ? 

SARDONYX 

Wildly  you  talk,  my  Queen.     These  evil  woods 
Are  full  of  madness. 

He  pulls  at  her  dress  entreatingly . 

Come  !     Come  quickly  ! 

PRINCESS 

No! 
The  way  is  found.     We  will  not  hurry  now ; 
We  will  stay  here.     That  golden  ghost  of  a  boy 
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Has  shaken  all  my  heart.     Its  certain  peace, 
Which  seemed  to-day  established  firm  as  earth, 
Is  broken  up  and  quaking.     Ah,  what  is  it  ? 
What  is  it,  tell  me,  that  the  people  fear  ? 

SARDONYX 

Am  I  the  people's  nurse  ?  and  if  I  were, 
How  could  I  tell,  good  Lord  !     It  is  a  babe 
Which  squalls  and  kicks  and  knows  no  reason  why. 

PRINCESS 

You  cannot  turn  my  thoughts. 

SARDONYX 

Why  then  I'll  sing 
A  song  I  learnt  from  a  fine  young  man  in  the  woods. 
He  pulls  round  his  lute^  and  sings  in  ludicrous 
parody  of  horis   voice 

"  Go  back  along  this  path,  and  then  to  the  right, 
Then  straight  ahead,  then  downwards,  you  will  sight 
The  palace  grounds  in  half  an  hour  or  so. 
Give  me  my  scythe,  little  man,  for  I  must  go." 

PRINCESS 

You  shall  not  mock  him.     O  you  torture  me 
With  jesting,  when  I  want — 

SARDONYX 

My  Queen,  forgive  ! 
I  have  not  caught  your  mood.    Wait  !  I  will  sing 
The  song  Prince  John  composed  to  show  his  love. 
"  A  Ditty  to  my  Lady  of  Disdain," 
Made  by  Prince  John  of  Bohemia.     Listen  now  ! — 

He  sings  to  his  lute 

"  My  lady's  bosom  is  more  white 
Than  snow  upon  the  mountain  height ; 
And  as  the  snow,  her  presence  still 
Is  unapproachable  and  chill. 
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PRINCESS 

interrupting  impatiently 

Enough  !  I  never  heard  you  sing  before 
Beneath  the  skies.  A  cherub-carved  roof 
Is  kinder  to  that  song  than  they. 

(in  a  reasoning  tone) 

My  friend, 
You  are  no  dullard  ;  can't  you  see,  I  want 
No  toys  to-night.     I  want  the  truth,  the  truth. 

SARDONYX 

Philosophers  inform  us  truth  is  hard  ; 

And  I  am  no  philosopher,  but  just 

Your  simple  old  musician.     Let  him  leave 

Such  themes  for  nimbler  wits  and  sing  to  you. 

singing  again 

"  Her  lightest  wishes  are  to  me 
Commandments  of  a  deity, 
And  darkest  death  itself  were  nought 
To  earn  the  tribute  of  a  thought. 

But  not  Sir  Tristram's  tears  nor  all 
The  sighs  of  Amadis  de  Gaul 
Can  move  .  .  ." 

PRINCESS 
interrupting  scornfully 

No  more,  no  more  !     I  see  that  boy's  face  still ; 
And  all  the  people  passing  in  the  streets 
Were  like  him,  white  with  fear. 

SARDONYX 

My  Queen  forgets 
How  short  a  while  ago  her  great  aunt  died  ? 
They  mourn  her  still. 
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PRINCESS 

An  aged  spiteful  cat, 
Whom  all  men  hated  living.     Ah,  no.     No — 
Theirs  is  no  pohtic  feigning.     From  their  eyes 
Looks  terror,  stony-real. 

Two  days  ago 
A  woman  came  and  fell  at  my  horse's  feet. 
Crying,  her  sons  were  dead,  and  I  must  help  ; 
Her  sons,  her  sons  were  dead,  and  all  the  land 
Doomed,  if  I  did  not.     Buried  in  her  eyes 
I  saw  that  same  wild  terror.     Then  my  horse 
Reared  up  and  kicked  her  face,  and  back  she  fell 
And  the  crowd  hooted  her ;  the  guardsmen  came 
And  trapped  her  like  a  beast,  and  still  she  screamed: 
I  could  not  hear  her  words,  but  my  heart  knew 
She  spoke  the  truth.     O,  horrible  ! 

SARDONYX 

My  Queen, 
She  was  an  old  impostor,  wanting  gold. 

PRINCESS 

Among  my  chattering  court  I  hurried  past 
In  wretched  impotence.     But  now  I  stand 
On  earth,  beneath  the  stars.     I  am  a  judge. 
Into  my  heart  truth  leaps  like  light. 

She  begins  reciting  as  if  inspired 

I  know 
My  courtiers  fear,  my  councillors  are  mute. 
My  people  pine  ;  the  bells  toll  all  night  long  ; 
That  boy  was  pale  as  death  ;  that  woman  came, 
Crazy  with  terror,  to  my  horse's  feet  ; 

seeing  Sardonyx 

And  you  yourself  stand  cowering  like  a  dog — 
All  for  this  same,  same  reason — 
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SARDONYX  [interrupting) 
Madam  dear.  .  . 

PRINCESS 

It  is  some  great  misfortune  threatens  the  land, 
Threatens  us  all — 

SARDONYX 

I  never  told  you  this  ! 

PRINCESS 

But  yet  it's  true. 

She  catches  hold  of  his  wrists  suddenly  and 
violently 

Now  speak  ! 

SARDONYX 

I  swore  an  oath  .  .  . 

PRINCESS 

Then,  I'm  your  queen,  and  I'll  absolve  you.    Speak ! 

She  makes  him  kneel  at  her  feet 
Tell  me  what  is  it  that  the  people  fear  ? 

SARDONYX 

Ah,  Madam,  do  not  look  at  me  so  near  ! 
I  know  not  what  it  is  ...  . 

PRINCESS 

You  do  know.     Say  1 

SARDONYX 

They  fear  the  Great  Red  Women 

PRINCESS 

Who  are  they  ? 

SARDONYX 

The  servants  of  the  Dragon 
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PRINCESS 

Who  is  he  ? 

SARDONYX 

I  cannot  say — Ah,  do  not  look  at  me  ! 

Your  looking  eyes  burn  up  my  face  like  coals. 

PRINCESS 

What  is  his  name  ? 

SARDONYX 

The  Swallower  of  Souls. 

PRINCESS 

The  Swallower  of  Souls  ?     Now  for  my  sake 
Tell  me  the  truth,  or  else  my  heart  will  break. 
Souls.  .  .  . 

SARDONYX 

Souls  created  for  eternal  joys 
He  swallows  in  an  instant,  he  destroys. 
Like  a  dog  who  feeds  on  offal. 

PRINCESS 

Vile,  O  vile  ! 

SARDONYX 

He  fattens  on  their  sweetness.     All  the  while 
The  fiends  who  serve  him  in  an  evil  horde 
Ravage  the  land  for  more  and  more. 

PRINCESS 

Ah  Lord  ! 

SARDONYX 

And  I  who  gloried  that  my  soul  would  rise 
Unfettered  and  important  to  the  skies, 
My  life  is  misery  ;  so,  soon  they  will 
Come  tear  it  from  my  breast. 

He  buries  his  head  in  het  lap^  shuddering. 
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PRINCESS 

Be  still,  be  still  ! 
SARDONYX  [looking  Up  at  her) 

Now  all  is  told.     For  you  my  oath  was  broken. 
Give  me  some  praise.     I  dread  what  I  have  spoken. 

PRINCESS 

You  have  done  me  the  greatest  honour  of  all  my  days 
In  telling  me  the  truth.     I  give  you  praise. 

She  caresses  his  head  as  if  he  were  a  dog 

Only  speak  on,  speak  all. 

SARDONYX 

Ah,  Madam  dear, 
Not  in  these  evil  woods,  not  here,  not  here  ! 
For  deep  among  the  forests,  God  knows  where. 
His  cavern  is,  his  secret  shocking  lair. 
And  every  night  out  of  its  mouth  there  come 
The  great  Red  Women  seeking  souls  ;  and  som  2 
Down  to  the  valleys  go,  whilst  some  are  seen 
Even  in  the  palace  grounds.     Their  hands  are  green ; 
They  carry  torches,  and  their  snaky  locks  .  .  . 

He  looks  up  at  the  wall  of  lock  at  the  back. 
The  moon  has  begun  to  rise  and  the  cavern  mouth 
is  again  visible. 

Ah,  what  is  that,  up  there  ? — up  there  in  the  rocks? 

PRINCESS 

Something  is  there  most  strange  and  dark — 

SARDONYX 

A  hole — 
It  is,  it  is  !      Ah,  Mithras,  save  my  soul  ! 

PRINCESS  (calmly) 

The  white-faced  moon  has  risen,  cold  and  fair. 
I  see  a  cavern  mouth. 
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SARDONYX  {screams) 

His  lair,  his  lair  ! 

A  hubbub  of  voices  is  heard  coming  up  the  path. 

VOICES  (in  the  distance) 
Here  we  are.      Hold  up  the  lantern.     This  is  the 
way.    Come  here.  Come.    Come.    This  is  his  habi- 
tation. 

PRINCESS 

A  multitude  is  on  us.     Look,  one  sees 

The  lantern  light  approaching  through  the  trees. 

And  voices,  ever-growing  voices — Hark  ! 

SARDONYX 

Hide,  hide  for  safety.     Plunge  into  the  dark. 

He  draws  her  into  hiding  at  the  back  of  the 
stage. 


Enter  a  huddled  crowd  of  peasants ;  some 
carry  lanterns.  Among  them  are  a  HUSBAND 
and  WIFE,  a  decrepit  OLD  WOMAN  ;  a  SECOND 
WOMAN  ;  a  little  COBBLER  and  THEIA,  a 
sunken-cheeked  wild-looking  woman  of  about 
forty^  with  a  bandage  round  her  head. 

SEVERAL 

We  are  here.     We  are  here. 

COBBLER 
pointing  at  the  cavern  mouth 

There,    there    dwells    he.        (They  all  look  at  the 
cavern.      There  is  an  awed  silence.) 
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OLD  WOMAN 

Do  not  look  too  long.  Take  comfort  at  the 
thought  of  our  Deliverer. 

SECOND  WOMAN 

Ay,  remember  the  proclamation.  Comfort  your- 
selves and  rejoice. 

COBBLER 

Yonder,  yonder  we  shall  see  her. 

WIFE 

Coming  with  the  priests. 

SECOND   WOMAN 

Coming  in  solemn  procession. 

OLD    WOMAN 

Our  Saviour,  our  dear  Deliverer  ! 

PRINCESS 

Springing  up^  and  half  visible  at  the  back 
Ah,  is  she  near  ? 

SARDONYX 

For  God's  sake, — Silence  !    {He  pulls  her  down  into  the 

shadow.    No-one  has  seen  her.) 

OLD  WOMAN 

Put  me  where  I  can  touch  her  garments,  as  she 
passes.     They  will  heal  me. 

COBBLER  and   husband  (together) 

Here,  then,  she  will  pass  by  you.  (They  settle  the 
Old  Woman  on  a  stone  and  attempt  to  do  the  same  to  Theia). 
Mad  Theia,  here.    She  will  pass  close  by  you.    Look. 
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THEIA 

tearing  herself  free  and  rushing   towards  the 
cavern 

No,  No  !  I  will  stay  for  ever,  where  I  can  curse 
the  Prince  of  Darkness,  {^he  shakes  her  fist  passion- 
ately at  the  cavern^  and  begins  cursing.  You,  you  in  your 
den,  with  your  red  slaves  worshipping  around  you, 
offering  you  souls  to  suck  sweeter  than  lilies.  .  .  . 
{suddenly  breaking  off  into  a  cry).  Ah,  my  sons'  souls. 
In  one  night  they  were  stolen  away.  My  sons  that 
had  been  warm  and  laughing,  in  the  morning  they 
were  cold.  And  their  twisted  faces  !  It  will  kill 
me  to  remember.  {She  buries  her  face  in  her  hands  and 
sobs.  They  lead  her^  passive^  to  the  side  of  the  stage  againy 
near  the  Old  Woman). 

OLD    WOMAN 

Comfort  her,  comfort  her.  Do  not  let  her  cry  so 
wildly. 

HUSBAND 

Do  not  let  her  curse. 

SECOND    WOMAN 

Theia,  Theia,  be  comforted.  Did  you  not  hear 
all,  in  the  proclamation.     Our  jeopardy  is  over. 

WIFE 

For  to-night  is  coming  our  sweet  Saviour. 

SECOND    WOMAN 

Coming  to  die  for  us. 

COBBLER 

The  country  will  be  saved. 

WIFE 

Saved — saved  for  ever. 


48 


THEIA 

raising  her  face  from  her  hands  and  staring  at 
theniy  like  an  animal 

What  is  this  proclamation  ? 

SEVERAL 

Hark  at  her,  hark  ! 

WIFE 

That  she  should  have  come  so  far  with  us,  and 
yet  have  no  understanding  ! 

SECOND    V^OMAN 

You  must  explain  to  her  like  a  child.    Sometimes 
the  third  time  she  will  understand. 

SEVERAL 

Listen,   listen,   Theia,    this  is   the   proclamation. 

They  all  speak  very  quickly  and  with  excitement^ 
almost  in  whispers  and  interrupting  each  other 

COBBLER 

Two  nights  since.  Father  Mithradorus  in  these 
woods — 

WIFE 

Had  a  fearful  vision — 

SECOND    WOMAN 

Fearful  !     The  Red  Women  .  .  . 

COBBLER 

The  Red  Women  pursued  him 

HUSBAND 

To  his  very  door. 

WIFE 

Afterwards,  he  prayed  all  night  through — 
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COBBLER 

And  at  dawn  a  voice  said  to  him  suddenly  from 
the  ceihng  :  "  O  Mithradorus,  let  the  shepherds 
look  to  their  flocks  !" 

HUSBAND 

And  at  that,  he  went  straight  to  the  temple  of  the 
High-priest  of  Mithras,  and  told  him  of  the  vision, 
and  what  the  voice  had  said. 

COBBLER 

And  the  holy  High-priest  said  : — "The  vision  and 
the  voice,  being  interpreted,  signify  that  we,  the 
priests  of  the  land,  must  together  save  our  people." 

WIFE 

So  before  it  was  light  they  started  out  together. 
They  started  out  to  go  in  procession  through  every 
town  and  village  in  the  land. 

HUSBAND 

Everywhere  commanding  and  praying  our  Deliv- 
erer to  stand  forth  in  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

COBBLER 

And  it  is  certain  that  the  Lord  will  have  heard 
their  prayers. 

OLD   WOMAN 

It  is  certain,  by  now  he  will  have  sent  forth  our 
Deliverer. 

WIFE 

Shining  in  glory  and  beauty,  she  will  have 
stepped  among  her  people. 

COBBLER 

Crying  aloud  in  the  words  of  the  prophecy,  "My 
life  shall  be  a  sacrifice  to  save  you  from  destruction." 
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SEVERAL  {murmuring  together) 
To  save  us — To  save  us. 

SECOND  WOMAN 

Listen,  Mad  Theia,  this  very  night  we  shall  be 
saved. 

THEIA  {stating  at  them) 

Your  words  are  the  words  of  fools.  But  wait  ;  I 
will  sing  you  a  song.  All  day  I  sat  on  the  green 
graves  making  this  song. 

SEVERAL  {alarmed) 
No,  no,  Theia.     Prevent  her  ! 

THEIA 

I  will  sing  it  to  you.  {She  begins  singing  in  rough 
chanty  with  strange  intervals.) 

When  my  children  were  taken  from  me, 

I  wept  most  bitterly. 

Then  I  went  to  the  priests  and  they  said  unto  me : 

The  Lord  has  blessed  you  with  affliction. 
Then  I  went  to  the  Queen  of  all  the  land :   and 

her  white  horse  blessed  me  with  a  kick. 

I  will  put  no  trust  in  the  mighty, 
I  will  put  no  trust  in  the  priests ; 
I  will  spit  in  the  face  of  the  smooth-tongued  snakes  : 

that  mocked  me  with  words, 
That    mocked   me   with   words   and   words :     and 

brought  forth  no  Deliverer. 

OLD  WOMAN 

Do  not  let  her  sing  like  that  ! 
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THEIA   [her  chant  changing 

Not  thus,  not  thus  in  bondage 
Shall  our  Dehverer  die  for  us. 

Was  not  the  prophecy  written  of  old  :     Free  she 
[must  come  and  with  laughter  ? 
And  who  gives  freedom  and  laughter,  but  he  who 
is  King  of  the  Forest  ? 

The  chant  becomes  triumphant. 

Alone  to  the  sound  of  his  piping, 

Alone  to  the  song  of  his  birds, 

In  the  clear   light,  in  the  dawn,  unaccompanied  ; 

far  from  man's  moaning  and  terror, 
Glad  in  his  strength  who  is  King  of   the  Wood  : 

must  our  Deliverer  die  for  us. 

WIFE 

What  does  she  mean  by  the  King  of  the  Wood  ? 

HUSBAND 

The  King  of  the  Wood  is  a  wicked  heathen  god, — 

OLD  WOMAN 

Never,  never  speak  of  him. 

COBBLER 

A  god  with  the  hoofs  of  a  bull. 

THEIA  (glaring  at  them) 

Yes,  for  he  is  the  strong  God,  and  the  God  of  all 
that  grows.  O,  if  I  had  but  taught  his  worship  to 
my  sons  who  were  young  and  growing,  I  think  they 
would  be  with  me  now.     (She  weeps  again.) 

SECOND    WOMAN 

Hark  at  her !  She  was  born  among  the 
mountain  people,  and  now  in  her  madness,  the 
superstitions  of  her  youth  return  to  her. 
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OLD  WOMAN 

You  should    never  have  let  her  sing   like  that. 
They  all  appear  discomfited. 

HUSBAND 
She  is  crazy,  you  must  not  listen  to  her. 

COBBLER 
raising  his  head  and  listening  for  sounds  in 
the  distance 

Nay.     Listen ! 

SEVERAL 

Aye,  listen — Listen  ! 

WIFE  {joyfully) 
I  can  hear  them.     I  hear  their  footsteps. 

HUSBAND 

They  are  coming  up  the  pathway. 

WIFE 

I  hear  singing  ! 

OLD  WOMAN 

I  hear  the  sound  of  a  great  multitude  ! 

SECOND   WOMAN 

They  are  bringing  us  our  Saviour ! 

SEVERAL 

Our  great  Deliverer — Our  blessed  Deliverer — She 
comes — She  comes. 

■»  OLD   WOMAN 

Put  me  where  I  can  touch  her  garments. 
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WIFE 

Husband,  shall  we  see  her  close  ? 

HUSBAND 

Yes,  here,  stand  by  me — on  this  stone. 

SECOND    WOMAN 

No,    we    must    kneel  :    kneel  and  receive   them 
together. 

ALL   THE    PEOPLE 

Yes,  kneel — kneel — kneel. 

THEIA  {springing  up) 

I  will   not   kneel,   for   I   know  it  is  not  so  our 
Saviour  will  come  to  us.     {She  returns  to  her  chant). 

Nay,  I  will  shout  the  truth  ; 

I  will  shout,  I  will  shout  in  their  faces. 
There  is  no  help  .... 

SEVERAL  MEN  {interrupting  her) 

Silence    her — Stop    her    mouth — Force    her    to 
kneel.     {They  drag  Theia  down  on  to  her  knees). 

THE    PEOPLE 

They  are  here — They  are  here — They  are  chant- 
ing a  holy  psalm — Kneel  everyone — Pray  in  silence. 

Thin  dolorous  voices  are  heard^  singing. 
They  sound  more  and  more  completely  desolate  as 
they  draw  nearer. 

VOICES 

Mithras,  have  mercy  upon  us  ! 

Ah,  Mithras,  have  mercy  upon  us  !    ♦ 

Have  mercy,  have  mercy  upon  us  ! 
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THEIA 

with  a  ay  of  mocking  laughter 
Hark  to  them  rejoicing  like  the  January  wind  ! 

THE    PEOPLE 

looking  in  consternation  from  one  to  the  other 

What  is  it  ?    Ah,  what  is  it  ?    Why  do  they  come 
sorrowing  ? 


Enter  two  acolytes,  white  with  terror  and 
fatigue.  They  carry  candles.  Then  the  HIGH 
PRIEST  OF  MITHRAS — a  tall  old  man.,  with  a 
shrunken  spiritual  face  and  long  hair  and  beard: 
he  is  dressed  in  gold  robes.  He  leans  on  the  arm 
of  FATHER  MITHRADORUS,  a  young  priest  with 
a  stem  face  and  black  brows.  Behind  them  is 
nothing  but  empty  night. 

THE    PEOPLE 

Still  kneeling  and  stretching  out  imploring  hands 
to  the  priests 

Father  !      Holy    Father !      Our    Saviour  ?      Our 
Saviour  ? 

THEIA 

Why,  why,  why  is  our  Saviour  invisible  ? 

The  High  Priest  makes  a  speechless  gesture 

FATHER    MITHRADORUS 

Our  Saviour  is  not  here. 
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THEIA  (laughing  wildly) 

See,  see  what  comes  to  those  who  put  their  trust 
in  proclamations  !     {She  recurs  to  her  chant). 
I  will  put  no  trust  in  the  mighty  ! 
I  will  put  no  trust  in  priests  ! 
I  will  spit  in  the  face  of  the  smooth-tongued  snakes, 

[that  mocked  us  with  words, 
That  mocked  us  with  words,  words,  words  ;    and 

[brought  forth  no  Deliverer. 

The  priests  stand  rigid  and  silent. 

And  now  they  are  struck  dumb.  They  cannot 
even  offer  you  their  precious  oiled  words.  They 
are  dumb ;  do  you  see  ?  Stone  them,  I  say. 
Stone  them  on  their  lying  mouths. 

FATHER   MITHRADORUS 

Do  you  think  that  the  servants  of  Almighty  God 
are  afraid  of  stones  or  any  human  violence  ?  Let 
me  speak — 

confusion  among  the  people 

Let  me  speak,  I  say. 

When  the  Lord  Mithras- Helios,  Father  of  Heaven 
and  Earth.  .  .  . 

He  is  interrupted  by  the  clamour  of  the  crowd 

HUSBAND    (shouts) 

We  want  none  of  your  fine  talk.  Tell  us  in  plain 
words  why  you  have  not  brought  us  our  Deliverer  ? 

FATHER   MITHRADORUS 

And  that  is  what  I  will  tell  you.  I  promised  to 
bring  forth  a  Deliverer  because  I  had  faith  in  my 
people.  I  thought  I  was  the  shepherd  of  true 
believers,  not  a  pack  of  pagan  poltroons. 
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For  is  it  not  written  in  the  prophecy  of  the 
destruction  of  the  Evil  One,  that  among  a  faithful 
people  a  Deliverer  shall  be  brought  forth  ?  A  faith- 
ful people,  I  say  ;  a  people  who  put  their  trust  in 
the  glory  and  power  of  Mithras-Helios,  Almighty 
God,  Ruler  of  this  world  and  Bestower  of  life 
everlasting  beyond  the  fixed  stars.  But  what  have 
I  found  in  my  pastures  and  in  every  city  of  the 
land  ?  A  people  doubting  and  blaspheming,  deaf 
to  the  trumpet  call  of  God  through  his  consecrated 
servants.  What  do  I  find  among  you  to-night,  even 
at  the  hour  of  your  deliverance  ?  Where  is  the  light 
of  faith  in  your  eyes,  and  the  strength  of  the  Lord 
in  your  hearts  ? 

O  you  blasphemers,  shivering  like  a  herd  of 
beasts,  is  it  to  such  as  you  that  he  will  show  the 
splendour  of  his  mercy  ?  Is  it  to  such  a  people 
that  he  will  send  forth  a  Deliverer  ? 

No,  he  will  hide  his  face  from  them.  He  will 
chastise  them  with  his  terrible  displeasure.  He 
will  strengthen  the  jawbones  of  the  Evil  One,  that 
they  may  be  utterly  destroyed  from  the  face  of  the 
earth. 

THEIA 

Hark  to  his  cursing !  Oh,  he  cannot  even 
speak  sweetly  to  you  now.  First  he  dupes  you 
and  deceives  you,  and  then  calls  you  foul  names 
like  a  drunken  tinker. 

SEVERAL 

Yes,  shame,  shame,  shame  ! 

SECOND   W^OMAN 

We  trusted  you.     Where  is  our  Deliverer  ? 
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COBBLER 

Where  is  our  Deliverer  that  you  swore  to  bring 
before  midnight  ? 

WIFE 

Where  are  all  your  golden  promises  ? 

FATHER   MITHRADORUS 

My  people 

COBBLER 

We  want  no  more  of  your  words.     We  have  had 
too  many  already. 

THEIA 

Down,  down  with  the  priests  ! 

COBBLER 

Yes,  down  with  the  priests  !      They  were  always 
our  enemies  ! 

WIFE 

Down  with  the  old  man  too  ! 

SECOND   WOMAN 

The   old   scarecrow  wrapped    in    jewelled    cloth 
worth  a  king's  ransom  ! 

WIFE 

Tear  it  off  his  back  ! 

COBBLER 

producing  a  knife  and  threatening  the  priests 
How  do  you  like  the  look  of  this  ? 

Father  Mithradorus  looks  at  them  in  defiance^ 
without  flinching.  The  High  Priest  also  stands 
quite  stilly  but  he  bows  his  head  slowly  with 
dignified  acquiescence.  Enter  MYRMEX.  She 
rushes  in^  ignoring  the  crowds  and  flings  herself 
at  the  feet  of  the  High  Priest.  The  Cobbler 
drops  his  knife.      They  all  turn  to  stare  at  her. 
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MYRMEX 

O  Father,  holy  Father,  save  us.  {She  pulls  at  his 
robes.)  He  is  dead  ;  they  have  taken  it.  Loris  is 
dead.  Listen,  Hsten  ;  we  thought  he  followed,  we 
thought  he  was  close.  Only  we  dared  not  look 
behind  for  fear  of  the  Scarlet  Women.  And  when 
we  reached  home,  they  told  us  of  the  great 
proclamation.  And  we  rejoiced  ;  and  we  started 
straight  forth  once  more,  in  our  gladness,  to  come 
to  our  Saviour.  And,  as  we  went  in  our  joy,  Loris 
met  us  on  the  path — Loris  coming  slowly  like  a 
ghost.  And  his  mother  ran  to  meet  him  with 
her  arms  stretched  out.  And  he  stood  still  a 
moment,  and  he  fell  in  her  arms  dead.  Dead. 
Dead.     His  soul  is  gone. 

Enter  two  men  carrying  the  dead  body  of 
LORIS.  CLEITA  walks  beside  it.  Behind  is  OLD 
DAVUS,  carrying  LITTLE  DAVUS,  also  a  small 
crowd  of  other  peasants.  They  all  look  terroj- 
struck.  The  two  men  put  down  the  body  of 
Loris  in  the  middle  of  the  stage.  Cleita 
kneels  down  beside  it  and  feels  over  the  heart. 
She  looks  up  at  the  priests. 

CLEITA 

They  have  taken  it.  He  is  quite  cold.  {To  Loris) 
My  son,  why  did  you  not  come  when  I  called  you  ? 
O  how  could  I  ever  go  home  without  you  ? 

Old  Davus  puts  down  Little  Davus  and 
bursts  into  loud  sobs.  At  first  they  are  heard 
distinctly  in  the  silence.,  then  the  people  begin 
murmuring   all   round. 

THE    PEOPLE 

They  have  taken  it — They  have  stolen  it — His 
soul,  his  soul  is  gone — Young  Loris,  the  fiute-player 
— His  soul  is  gone. 


59 


OLD    DAVUS 

Only  a  little  while  ago  he  left  us.  He  was  as  fair 
and  strong  as  the  sun. 

THEIA  (She  shrieks) 
O  cover  his  eyes ! 

MYRMEX 

Father,  Father,  he  died  in  terror.  This  very 
night,  this  very  hour.     They  must  have  found  him. 

WIFE 

The  Red  Women  must  have  found  him. 

SECOND   WOMAN 

Close  here,  in  the  wood. 

WIFE 

Close,  close  here  in  the  darkness. 

THE   PEOPLE  (with  growing  panic) 

The  Red  Women  !  The  Red  Witches  !  They 
must  be  here — They  must  be  near — They  will 
come  upon  us — Look !  What  was  that  ?  O — 
Help— 

MYRMEX 
again  clutching  the  High  Priest's  robes 
Father,  Father,  save  us.     You  only  can  save  us. 

THE    PEOPLE 
turning  desperately  to  the  High  Priest 
Save  us — Save  us — 
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THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

I  cannot  save  you.  There  is  no  help  in  human 
creatures.  Faith  alone  can  save  you.  My  children 
take  the  words  of  an  old  man,  and  let  them  be 
his  last.  Only  believe,  and  though  your  weakness 
can  break  an  earthly  heart,  yet  the  God  of  Gods 
will  have  mercy  upon  you. 

THE    PEOPLE 

We  will  beheve,  we  will  believe  !  Only  save  us, 
Holy  Father. 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Then  pray  with  me.  My  children,  pray  with  me ; 
and  I  am  solemnly  assured  that,  even  at  this  last 
hour,  God  will  have  mercy  upon  us.  In  a  cloud  of 
glory,  He  will  send  forth  our  Deliverer. 

THE    PEOPLE 

O,  we  will  pray — we  will  pray  to  Him. 

THE   HIGH    PRIEST 

turning  to  Father  Mithradotus  with  a  radiant  face 

My  brother,  their  hearts  are  touched  as  by  a 
miracle  ;  they  are  stilled  as  the  waves  of  the  sea. 
God  is  in  this  place.  Never  yet  did  He  desert  His 
faithful  servants.  (To  the  crowd)  My  children, 
let  us  pray  !  (He  recites  the  following  prayer  with  Father 
Mithradorus.  Sometimes  they  speak  alternately^  sometimes 
together.  The  people  do  not  join  in  till  the  last  line^  when 
they  all  ay  together.) 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST    and    FATHER   MITHRADORUS 

O  thou  Almighty  King :  Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth; 
Thou  who  subducst  the  stars :   have  mercy,  have 

[mercy  upon  us. 

THE    PEOPLE 

O  Lord,  send  forth  our  Deliverer  ! 
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THE    PRIESTS 

Our  lives  are  darkness  and  terror :  the  Dragon  of 

[Death  is  amongst  us. 
Yet  do  we  trust  in  our  God :    we  believe  in  the  life 

[everlasting. 

THE    PEOPLE 

O  Lord,  send  forth  our  Deliverer ! 

THE    PRIESTS 

Because  we  are  humbled  before  Thee  :   because  we 

[believe  in  Thy  glory, 

Because  of   our  anguish,  O  Father :    Great  Father, 

[have  mercy  upon  us. 

THE    PEOPLE 

Send  forth,  send  forth  our  Deliverer ! 

PRINCESS  Steps  out  into  their  midst 
My  people  your  Deliverer  is  here  ! 

A  wave   of  emotion  passes  over  the  crowd. 
They  exclaim  inarticulately. 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

raising  his  arms,  and  crying  above  the  hubbub 

Praise  God.     Behold  the  prophesy  fulfilled. 
Our  great  Deliverer  has  come  to  us. 

The  people  fall  on  their  faces  before  her 
PRINCESS 

Hide  not  your  faces  worshipping,  for  I 
Am  not  of  Heaven,  but  your  earthly  queen. 
Whose  privilege  is  this  :  to  die  for  you. 
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THE    PEOPLE 

Our  Queen — Our  Saviour — Our  own  Princess. 

They  begin  singing  the  last  two  verses  of  the 
prophecy 

Her  youth  shall  be  a  sacrifice :    her  beauty  shall  be 

In  joy  and  freedom  proffered,  [a  sacrifice, 

To  save  us  from  destruction. 
Now  shall  a  people  shout  for  joy :    a  faithful  people 

The  terror  of  the  Evil  One,  [shout  for  joy. 

Shall  be  destroyed  for  ever. 

They  speak  again  crowding  round  the  Princess 

Praise  God  who  sent  you — Let  me  kiss  your  robe — 
Your  hands  will  heal  me — Only  speak  to  us — 
Our  Saviour,  command  us — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

turning  to  the  Princess 

Your  last  words 
For  all  time  shall  be  sacred.     Daughter,  speak  ! 

PRINCESS 

My  people,  they  are  few.     I  first  declare. 

Not  through  my  human  weakness,  but  the  grace 

Of  Mithras-Helios  our  God  (revealed 

To  my  hard  heart  by  our  dear  father's  words) 

I  stand  here  now. 

THEIA 

Then  you  won't  die  for  us ! 
I  know  your  kind — a  maid  who's  drunk  with  words. 

(to  the  crowd) 
You  fools,  to  put  your  trust  in  her. 

PRINCESS 

How  dare 
You  speak  like  that  ? 
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THE    PEOPLE 

trying  to  check   Theia 

Theia,  be  still,  be  still. 


THEIA 


Yet  there  is  hope  in  your  eyes,  when  they  grow  stern  ; 
And  fair  you  are,  and  gallant  as  a  flower. 
Surely,  the  God  of  Spring  has  chose  you  out 
To  be  our  Saviour  ?     Speak,  speak  !     You  come 
Out  of  the  woods,  from  him,  the  King  of  the  Wood  ? 


PRINCESS 


Your  words  are  wickedness,  and  he  you  call 
King  of  the  Wood,  a  heathen  fabrication. 
I  charge  you  never  name  him  :  it  is  sin. 
Yet,  I  forgive  you  ;  I  have  wronged  you  much. 
And  I  am  sorry  my  horse  kicked  you. 


THEIA 


Ah, 

You  pretty  puling  sanctimony  !    (to  herself)  No, 
There's  no  hope  now  remaining,  no  hope  now. 


PRINCESS 


My  people,  take  this  woman.     With  all  care 
Surround  her.     Heal  her  torn  misguided  heart. 
And  teach  her  of  the  mercies  infinite 
Of  Him  above.     This  is  my  first  command. 


THE    PEOPLE 

We  will — we  will — we  obey. 
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PRINCESS 

(pointing  at  the  dead  body  ofLoris)  And  this  fair  youth, 
Though  peasant  born,  yet  was  he  strong  of  heart. 
He  would  have  died  to  save  you,  had  not  God 
Decreed  it  otherwise.     Bury  him  now 
With  majesty  and  honour.     Let  him  He 
Among  great  warriors. 

(She  takes  a  chain  off  her  neck)      With  my  royal  chain 
I  decorate  his  dead  breast.     I  create  him 
Prince  of  the  Land.     (She  gazes  a  little  while  in  silence 
at  the  dead  youth  whilst  the  people  sob) 
His  rustic  fiute  beside  him.     It  is  well. 

She  turns  away 
THE    PEOPLE 

Bless  her — She  thinks  of  all — 

PRINCESS 

My  last  farewells 
Deliver  to  my  court  and  councillors. 
There  needs  no  words  :  my  deeds  shall  speak  for  me. 
Bid  them  but  rule  the  liberated  land 
In  peace  and  honour,  till  my  rightful  heir 
Shall  sail  the  seas  and  come — Prince  John  of 
Him  welcome  you  with  loyalty  and  love.  [Bohemia 
Crown  him  your  King — a  better,  nobler  king 
Than  I  have  made  you  queen. 

THE    PEOPLE 

Ah,  never — No — 
Your  name  alone — your  name  we'll  love  and  praise 
For  ever. 

PRINCESS 

O,  I  ask  no  more.     My  friends. 
It  is  a  glory  most  unspeakable 
To  live  enshrined  in  your  loyal  hearts  ; 
A  glory  yet  more  infinite  to  die 
Your  Saviour  self-sacrificed  in  joy. 

She  raises  her  arms  ecstatically  and  gazes  upwaids 
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THE    PEOPLE 

Our  Saint — Our  Queen — Look  at  her  face  ;  it  shines. 

PRINCESS 

Light  streams  from  Heaven,  and  a  chorus  vast 
Of  silver  voices  cries,  '  Come  home,  Come  home.' 

THE    PEOPLE 

A  glory  is  upon  her — Listen — Look. 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

The  glory  of  God  is  with  her.     Friends,  depart. 
No  eye  may  witness  till  its  closing  hour 
The  administration  of  that  sacrament 
Which  to  the  soul  of  man  at  last  reveals 
Paths  that  do  reach  His  throne. 

THE    PEOPLE 

We  go — We  go — 
But  going,  bless  us — Bless  us. 

PRINCESS  (raising  he?  arms) 

In  the  name 
Of  Mithras-Helios,  Almighty  King, 
Subduer  of  the  Stars,  unconquered  Sun, 
Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth  and  God  of  Gods, 
I  bless  you  all.     Farewell. 

The  people  file  out  as  she  blesses  them. 
THE    PEOPLE 

Farewell,  our  Queen — 
Our  Saviour,  farewell  !  (exeunt  People) 

PRINCESS 
(turning  to  the  High  Priest) 

Dear  father,  now 
Prepare  my  soul ! 
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Sardonyx  who  has  been  all  this  time  hidden 
among  the  trees  rushes  wildly  out  and  falls  at  the 
Princess  s  feet,  clasping  her  knees. 

SARDONYX 

And  I  ?     And  I  ?     And  I  ? 
Have  you  forgotten  me,  your  Sardonyx  ? 
You  shall  not  die.     Think,  think,  at  home  you  have 
A  thousand  maids  as  fair — I  would  have  said, 
As  fair  almost  as  you.     O,  let  them  die 
Instead,  my  Queen,  my  fairest  lily. 

The  High  Priest  raises  his  hand.  Sardonyx 
howls  sharply.  Ow ! 

He  shall  not  bless  you.     No,  I'll  bite  his  hand, 
I  will.     I'll  bite  it. 

(To  Father  Mithradorus)     Look  not  black  at  me, 
Father  !     This  feather  has  an  evil  eye 
That  turns  off  curses. 

(To  the  Princess)     See,  my  peacock's  feather. 
Remember  how  you  stuck  it  in  my  cap 
And  called  me  Sagramor,  King  Arthur's  knight. 
That  happy  day  at  court.     Yes,  yes,  at  court, 
Where  everything  was  happy.     O  come  back, 
Come  back  with  Sardonyx,  your  slave  ;  he'll  sing, 
Sing  to  you.     (He  clings  to  her  feet) 

PRINCESS 

Ah,  Sardonyx.     Good  God.      You  have  broken  my 
You  must  not.     No  !  [prayer. 

She  tries  gently  to  push  him  away  from  her. 

But  it  was  horrible 
Thus  to  forget  my  friend,  my  faithful  one. 
Who  told  the  truth  to  me. 

She  presses  her  hands  against  her  head  wildly. 

I  would  atone. 
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She  speaks  to  him  as  if  she  were  consoling  a  child. 
See,  Sardonyx,  I  bless  you  from  my  heart 
So,  on  your  head,  with  both  my  hands.     Now  go, 
And  tell  Prince  John  the  hour  before  I  died 
I  bade  him  honour  you,  and  give  you  gold 
And  wine  and  velvet  suits — your  heart's  desire. 
O  you'll  be  proud  and  glad,  and  play  your  lute 
And  make  sweet  music.     Only,  Sardonyx, 
Remember  sometimes  all  the  pleasant  days 
We  spent  together  ( vehemently ^  because  she  feels  she  is 

breaking  down). 
O,  you  must  go,  you  must  go. 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

to  Father  Mithradorus 
My  son,  remove  him. 

FATHER    MITHRADORUS 

Come,  you  burr  of  earth  ! 
Sardonyx^  howling^  is  marched  off  by  Father 
Mithradorus. 

PRINCESS 
Father,  forgive  ;  his  cries  have  dragged  me  down 
To  the  dark  earth  a  moment.     Help  me  ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Child  ! 
We  are  but  mortal,  and  our  hearts  are  bound 
To  this  corrupting  earth  by  many  roots. 
The  snapping  which  is,  to  our  weakness,  pain. 
But  hearken  ;  I  have  comfort,  wisdom,  help 
Divine,  for  true  believers.     Give  thou  ear 
To  what  the  vulgar  know  not.     Though  the  flesh 
Must  perish  in  corruption,  and  consume 
The  Soul  that  is  but  life  ;  the  finer  Soul, 
Soul  that  is  spirit,  is  immortal  stuff. 
Yea,  even  to-night  shall  this,  thy  immortal  part, 
Thy  one  essential  Self,  arising,  reach 
In  glory  highest  Heaven  ! 
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PRINCESS 

Teach  me  all ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 
He  raises  his  hands^    as    if  teaching.       She 
watches  him  intently. 
First,  through  the  elements  sublunary, 
Air,  water,  fire,  shalt  thou  rise,  and  reach 
Beneath  the  moon  the  fiery  doors  which  close 
The  region  of  the  planets,  realm  of  Gods. 

A  fiery  angel  shall  throw  open  wide 
The  fiery  doors,  and  swifter  than  a  sound 
From  planet  unto  planet  shalt  thou  pass, 
Whilst  in  thine  ears  sonorous  harmonies 
From  their  rotating  spheres  shall  echo  on. 

From  planet  onward  to  the  enormous  heights 
Where  reign  the  unchanging  stars  ;  above  the  stars 
On  to  the  utmost  void  of  burning  bliss. 
The  threshold  of  Eternity. 

PRINCESS 

Ah,  Lord  ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Fear  not  nor  falter,  child  of  God  ;  for  now. 
Enwrapped  in  bUnding  light,  thy  soul  ascends 
Even  to  His  very  presence. 

PRINCESS 

Blessed  soul ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

What  tongue  shall  speak  His  infinite  glories,  throned 

Among  the  hierarchy  of  Heaven  ?     Fall, 

Fall  at  His  feet,  salute  Him  God  of  Gods 

And  Stablisher  of  Earth.     Yet  fear  not  thou. 

For  He  remembers  in  omnipotence. 

His  hand  shall  raise  thee ;  yea,  as  a  spirit  transformed, 

The  brightest  angel  in  the  hosts  of  light, 

Mercy  and  joy  eternal. 
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PRINCESS 

O,  my  soul 
Beats  at  the  bars  of  flesh,  in  pain  to  rise. 

She  turns^  appealing  wildly  to  the  High  Priest 

Free  me  from  earth  ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

My  daughter,  with  the  oil 
Of  consecration  I  will  first  make  pure 
Thy  inmost  being. 

Kneel  and  pray  with  me. 

He  raises  his  hand  and  says  slowly 

The  shadow  of  death,  tossing,  and  dark  despair 
Are  but  one  fleeting  moment ;  thy  reward, 
Eternity. 

He  motions  to  hei  to  kneel. 

PRINCESS  (kneeling) 
Amen. 

THE    HIGH   PRIEST  (leciting) 

O  Source  of  my  becoming  and  first  element  of  my 
being — 

PRINCESS 

O  Source  of  my  becoming  and  first  element  of  my 
being — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Spirit  of  Spirit,  firstling  of  the  Spirit  in  me — 

PRINCESS 

Spirit  of  Spirit,  firstling  of  the  Spirit  in  me — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Fire,  firstling  of  the  Fire  in  me — 
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PRINCESS 

Fire,  firstling  of  the  Fire  in  me — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Water  of  Water,  firstling  of  the  Water  in  me — 

PRINCESS 

Water  of  Water,  firstling  of  the  Water  in  me — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Substance  of  Earth,  firstling  of  the  Earthly  substance 
in  me — 

PRINCESS 

Substance  of  Earth,  firstling  of  the  Earthly  substance 
in  me — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Purify  me,  that  I  may  be  consecrated — 

PRINCESS 

Purify  me,  that  I  may  be  consecrated — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

And  that  the  Holy  Spirit  may  breathe  in  me — 

PRINCESS 

And  that  the  Holy  Spirit  may  breathe  in  me — 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

In  the  name  of  the  Holy  Spirit  Mithras-Helios, 
God  of  Gods,  with  the  oil  of  consecration  I  anoint 
thee. 

He  anoints  her  heady  whilst  the  acolytes  sing 
in  a  sort  of  anthem. 

THE   ACOLYTES 

Accept  this  soul  made  pure,  O  mighty  God. 
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The  High  Priest^  having  completed  the 
anointment  raises  his  hands  to  the  sky^  and  cries 
loudly. 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Lord,  grant  that  she  may  come  to  thee  ! 

PRINCESS 

still  kneeling^  but  raising  her  hands  and  gazing 
upwards. 

Lord,  grant  that  I  may  come  to  thee  ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Open  the  heavens,  that  she  may  arise  ! 

PRINCESS 

Open  the  heavens,  that  I  may  arise  ! 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

As  a  sheep  into  the  fold  :  as  a  bride  unto  her  bride- 
groom. 

PRINCESS 

As  a  sheep  into  the  fold  :  as  a  bride  unto  her  bride- 
groom. » 

THE    HIGH    PRIEST   AND    PRINCESS   (together) 

she 
Lord,  grant  that    y    may  come  to  thee  ! 

The  Princess  leaps  up  and  begins  slowly 
advancing  towards  the  cavern  with  outstretched 
arms. 

He  calls  my  Soul :  He  calls.  He  calls. 
From  His  throne  above  the  stars :  where  His  saints 
He  calls  me  :  He  calls  me.      [surround  him 
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THE    HIGH    PRIEST 

Praise,  praise  his  name  !   Our  work  is  done.  We  dare 
Sully  no  more  with  carnal  feet  this  spot 
Of  supreme  sanctity. 

(To  the  Acolytes)     My  children,  come. 

They  go  out  solemnly  and  quietly.    The  Princess 
still  advancing,  does  not  know  they  have  gone. 

PRINCESS 

I  hear  the  multitudes  crying  :  Arise,  Arise  ! 

They  cry  to  my  soul,  to  arise  to  the  light  of  Eternity. 

They  cry  ;  and  I  come. 
I  come,  O  Father  of  Heaven,  Father  of  mercy, 
Thou  whose  Spirit  is  fire.     I  come  to  Thy  bosom  ; 

I  arise  from  the  Shadow  of  Death. 

She  has  reached  the  steps  leading  up  to  the 
cavern,  she  pauses  and  repeats 

The  Shadow  of  Death. 

A   roar   is  heard  fiom  the  cavern.      She  is 
shaken,  but  pulls  herself  together. 

On,  On  :  his  triumph  endures  not ; 

After  the  tossing  and  terror  eternity  waits  ; 

I  will  pray. 

She  begins  mounting  the  steps,  still  with  out- 
stretched arms. 

O  Source  of  my  becoming  :  and  first  element  of  my 
Desert  me  not  :  open  thy  Heavens  !  [being, 

O  Fire  of  Fire  :  firstling  of  the  Fire  within  me, 
Shine  on  me  :  hide  not  thy  glory  ! 

O  Spirit  of  Spirit  :  firstling  of  the  Spirit  within  me, 
Desert  me  not  now  ! 

Another  roar  is  heard.    She  shudders  all  over. 
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Down,  fear.     The  holy  words  must  overcome. 
Water  of  fire — of  spirit.     My  head  swims. 
The  prayers  swim.     Father,  help  me  ! 

She  looks  round  slowly  and  sees  that  the  Priest 
has  disappeared.     She  cries  wildly. 

He  has  gone  ! 
Father  !  Father  !     No,  I  must  die  alone. 
Lights  streaming  !     Voices,  voices  calling  clear. 
Where  are  you  ?     O,  surround  me  !      No,  it's  dark, 
Pitilessly  and  hugely  dark.     But  yet 
Not  dark  as  are  the  jaws  of  death. 

(she  cries  out  in  horror)     O,  O, 
This  rock  is  clammy  cold,  but  not  so  cold 
As  are  his  teeth.     Listen,  I  hear  him  breathe. 
I  hear  him  turning  in  his  sleep.     O  God, 
God,  he  will  roar  again.     Hark ! 

A  third  roar  is  heard 

I  am  lost ! 

The   WITCHES    are   heard    singing    in    the 
distance. 

WITCHES 

We  come,  O  Prince,  we  come,  and  our  hearts  burn 
Into  the  heart  of  Evil  to  return. 
We  hasten  fast.     We  come,  O  King,  to  thee ! 
From  safe  warm  rooms,  where  man  sat  pleasantly, 

Ha!     Ha! 
From  palace  chambers,  where  his  sentinel 
Guarded  the  silken  beds  so  wisely  well. 

Ha!     Ha! 
In  the  safe  room 
Is  moaning  and  gloom. 
In  the  high  places 
Are  frightened,  frightened  faces. 
With  staring  eyes  the  cringeing  creatures  say 
"Where,  where,  where  have  they  stolen  it  away?" 
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Night  only  knows,  and  darkness  understands 
The  precious,  precious  burden  in  our  hands. 
Ha-ha !     Ha-ha ! 

Enter  the  fVitches  stooping,  and  seeming  to 
carry  something  precious  in  their  hands.  The 
Princess  gives  one  cry,  and  then  slips  and 
staggers  away  from  them  down  the  rocky  steps, 
trying  to  shield  her  face  with  her  cloak,  as  if  the 
Witches   were  flames. 

PRINCESS 

I  am  lost ! 

FIRST   WITCH 

Hail,  Lord  !     A  soul  is  here. 

To  satisfy  thy  hunger. 

A  girl  there  was  with  golden  hair, 

And,  like  her  face,  her  soul  is  fair 

And  good  to  suck  and  sweet  to  tear. 

Hail,  Lord  of  Darkness ! 

SECOND   WITCH 

Hail,  Prince  !     I  bring  two  souls 
To  satisfy  thy  hunger. 
O,  I  beguiled,  and  I  beguiled, 
A  gipsy  sleeping  with  her  child. 
The  juice  of  them  is  fresh  and  wild. 
Hail,  Prince  of  Terror  ! 

THIRD   WITCH 

Hail,  King !     A  soul  is  found 

To  satisfy  thy  hunger. 

A  shining  soul  to  bring  thee  joy. 

To  cool  thy  throat,  and  never  cloy — 

The  winged  soul  of  a  singing  boy. 

Hail,  King  of  Evil ! 
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ALL 

He  calls  again,  again  he  calls ! 

O  hasten,  hasten  faster ! 

We  come,  O  Lord,  we  come,  O  King, 

And  souls,  and  souls,  and  souls  we  bring, 

Souls,  souls  for  thy  devouring, 

Prince ! 

King! 

Master ! 

They     disappear    into     the    cavern.  The 

Princess  has  been  watching  them  with  gro^oing 
terror  and  gradually  sinking  to  the  ground ;  as 
they  go  into  the  cavern  she  falls  senseless.  It 
grows  completely  dark.      There  is  a  long  pause. 


The  light  of  the  dawn  begins  to  grow.  The 
PRINCESS  stirs  on  the  ground.^  shrinks  together 
in  fear^  and  raising  her  hands  over  her  head 
cries  out  loudly. 

PRINCESS 

Ah,  spare  me,  Conqueror!     Spare!     Spare! 

(slowly)     Ah,  no, 
I  am  not  in  his  presence — dared  not  go 
Down  to  his  jaws.     He  called  them  from  his  lair ; 
Like  fire  they  came,  they  came.     I  was  aware 
Of  their  horrible  faces  near,  smiling, — their  breath, 
Their  eyes.     And  then  a  stupor,  as  of  death. 
Choked  me.     I  fell.     My  spirit  was  withdrawn. 

And  so  I  am  alive  in  the  woods  at  dawn — 
White  anemones,  and  my  hands  wet  with  dew. 

She  looks  round  slowly  at  the  trees 

And  the  green  all  sprung  new — 
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Her  eyes  reach  the  wall  of  rock  and  the  cavern 
mouth 

And  the  uncaring  face  of  rocks  as  well, 
The  black  mouth,  where  I  fell. 

Ah,  what  availed  me  in  my  utter  need, 

That  old  man  who  was  holy,  and  his  creed 

So  loved  and  blindly  trusted.     Words,  alas  ! 

Words,  words,  whose  powers  pass. 

Poor  strange,  remembered  words,  you  cannot  bear 

This  fresh  stern  air. 

For  even  when  I  touched  the  clammy  stone. 

Your  power  broke.     The  voices  round  the  throne, 

The  hosts,  the  heaven's  cold  delirious  light. 

The  uttermost  God — went  out  in  blackest  night. 

Only  my  wild  heart  knew  that  He  was  near. 

Waiting ;    and  They,  and  Fear. 

And  still  they  wait,  where  I  must  go  again, 

Ay,  gladly  go, — to  suffocate  in  pain. 

My  strength  is  vanished.     What  can  help  me  now 

To  keep  my  vow  ? 

She  pauses^  head  thrown  back,  thinking 

Is  there  not  help  ?     Though  ecstasy  departs. 
There  yet  remains  the  warmth  of  human  hearts. 
Shall  not  my  people's  gratitude  be  light 
To  lead  me  down  to  Death  ?     Ah,  how  last  night 
They  kissed  and  clung  to  me,  and  crowded  near. 
My  people's  gratitude  .  .  . 

A  mans  voice  is  heard  singing  in  the  woods 

What's  that  I  hear? 

She  1  ises  and  conceals  herself  among  the  trees 

Enter  GORAS  with  his  two  CHILDREN,  little 
girls.  He  leads  one  by  the  hand ;  the  other  is 
jumping  about. 
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GORAS  (he  sings) 

The  saddle  and  bridle  they  He  on  the  shelf. 
Hee-haw,  lie  on  the  shelf. 

If  you  want  any  more,  you  must  sing  it  yourself, 
Hee-haw,  sing  it  yourself  ! 

The  Children  join  shrilly  in  the  chorus  and 
laugh.  VALKA,  the  mother^  follows  behind.  She 
carries  a  big  lidded  basket 

VALKA 

Goras,  the  sun  will  be  here  in  a  couple  of  hours ; 
you  must  hasten  on,  if  you  would  miss  none  of  the 
fine  doings.  Now  children,  no  further ;  we  must  be 
turning.  Goras,  give  me  your  old  smock.  You 
shall  have  the  best  jacket  now  (She  kneels  down^  opens 
the  basket  and  carefully  produces  an  embroidered  jacket^  sash^ 
etc.      The  Children  watch  with  awe) 

FIRST   CHILD 

And  the  red  sash  ! 

SECOND    CHILD 

How  grand !  I  wish  father  went  to  a  feast  every 
day. 

FIRST    CHILD 

I  wish  the  Princess  would  die  to  deliver  us 
every  day. 

(The  Princess  appears^  cloaked  and  trembling) 
PRINCESS 

Is  the  Princess  dead  ? 

They  shrink  together  startled  for  a  moment^ 
then  look  her  up  and  down  reassured. 

GORAS 
Well,  young  woman,  you  gave  us  a  start.     And 
where  may  you  have  come  from,  so  silent  ? 
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PRINCESS 


I  am  one  of  the  Princess's  serving  maids.  I  came 
to  gather  flowers  in  the  forest.  I  lost  my  way. 
I  have  been  lost  all  night. 


VALKA 


So,  so.    You  come  from  the  Palace.    No  wonder 
you  look  strange  then. 


GORAS 


It's  a  bad  thing  for  an  ignorant  valley  girl  to  have 
been  out  in  these  woods  all  night. 


VALKA 

Look  how  they  have  torn  your  fine  dress.  Teh — 
Teh.  (She  kneels  down  by  the  Princess  and  begins  carefully 
rubbing  her  dress  together  to  clean  it.) 

PRINCESS  (imperiously) 

No,  leave  it.  Do  not  touch  me ;  (with  an  effort)  I 
beg  you  do  not  trouble.  What  does  it  matter  ?  Tell 
me  ;  I  have  heard  nothing  of  all  this.  The  Princess 
is  dead  ? 

VALKA 

still  kneeling  and  rubbing  dress 

Yes,  she  died  last  night  !  There  were  great 
doings,  it  seems,  and  the  High  Priest  of  the  valley 
people  was  there  in  person.  Our  cousin  came  up 
with  the  tidings  before  dawn,  but  he  could  not  tell 
us  more.  It  is  to  be  hoped  my  husband  will  bring 
home  full  news  to-night.  There  now.  That  is 
better  for  you.     (She  rises.) 
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PRINCESS  (with  difficulty) 
I  thank  you,     I  thank  you. 


GORAS 

Don't  name  it,  young  woman.  We  are  glad  to 
help  you.  Yes,  yes,  your  mistress  is  dead  sure 
enough  ;  and  Prince  John  of  Bohemia  to  reign  after 
her.  Milky-faced  John,  they  call  him  in  the  valley,  for 
they  say  he  is  as  soft  and  smooth-spoken  as  a  girl. 
Not  that  I  care  one  way  or  another  about  him, 
body  or  soul.  As  far  as  we  country  folk  are  con- 
cerned these  royal  kings  and  queens  are  all  alike. 
It's  money  they're  after.  I  wager  now  this  Prince 
John,  or  King  John,  will  send  round  his  tax-gatherers 
as  regular  as  ever  your  young  mistress  did  ;  and  she 
was  a  grasping  one,  I  can  tell  you. 

VALKA 

Goras,  you  should  not  go  on  so  heartless.  You 
should  think  how  the  poor  girl  will  lose  her  place 
at  the  palace  now.  And  that's  no  laughing  matter 
to  one  who  has  been  born  in  luxury. 

GORAS 

Well,  I  am  sorry,  I  am  sure.  But  it  can  hardly 
be  expected  that  this  King  John,  however  woman- 
like he  be,  will  keep  a  hundred  serving-maids  to 
comb  his  locks,  or  weave  him  golden  gowns,  or 
whatever  your  occupation  may  have  been,  young 
woman. 

VALKA 

But  don't  you  be  distressed,  for  you  are  young 
and  well-grown.  You'll  find  another  place  soon 
enough. 
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GORAS 


And  a  fine  youth  to  walk  with  on  hoHdays.  One 
who'll  give  you  a  ring  to  match  the  colour  of  your 
locks — eh  ?  {The  Princess  winces.)  You  should 
come  up  our  way  for  that.  There  are  well-grown 
young  fellows  in  the  mountains.     Eh,  Valka  ? 


VALKA 


Now,  Goras  !  (To  Princess)  But  there  are  true 
words  spoken  in  jest.  You  could  do  worse  than 
come  our  way.  For  work's  easy  to  come  by  up 
there.  There's  old  Jaik  now,  the  richest  man  in  the 
village,  in  want  of  a  dairymaid. 


GORAS 


And  a  good  and  just  master  you'd  find  him  ;  that 
I  know. 


VALKA 


And  they  say  the  Princess  was  often  foolish  and 
flighty  enough,  as  is  the  way  with  these  great  ladies. 


PRINCESS 

Yet  she  dared  to  die  for  you.  (They  appear 
unmoved).  She  saved  your  country.  Tell  me, 
are  you  not  glad  at  all  that  your  country  is  saved  ? 

GORAS 

Truly,  this  is  a  great  day  for  the  country.  As  I 
said  to  my  wife  this  morning  when  cousin  brought 
up  the  news  : — '  This  is  a  great  day,'  I  said,  '  and 
if  the  children  were  not  so  young  and  tender,  you 
and  I  would  take  them  down  with  us  and  we  would 
all  join  in  the  feasting  and  rejoicing  together.' 
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VALKA 

As  it  is,  you  understand,  they're  too  young  for 
such  a  day.  They'd  be  wearied  out  before  we  were 
well  there. 

THE   CHILDREN   (/o  Princess) 

But  there  will  be  another  feast  another  year,  just 
like  this.     And  we  shall  go  then. 

PRINCESS 

And  the  poor  Princess  who  died  for  you.  Are 
you  not  sorry  at  all  that  she  is  dead  ? 

FIRST   CHILD 

What  big  eyes  you  have  got  ! 

PRINCESS 

O,  it  is  base  of  me  to  talk  to  them  like  that !  But 
you  who  are  grown — you  have  known  death.  Have 
you  no  sorrow  in  your  hearts,  to  think  that  her  soul 
has  gone  for  ever,  has  been  swallowed  up  in 
darkness  ? 

GORAS 

Why,  if  you  come  to  that,  we  must  all  die.  You 
speak  like  my  sister  Theia,  before  her  sons  were 
taken. 

VALKA 

She  lived  day  and  night  in  terror  of  the  Evil 
Dragon,  did  Theia. 

GORAS 

'  We  must  all  die,'  I  said  to  her,  '  We  and  our 
children,  and  if  once  we  begin  to  take  thought  as  to 
the  where  and  the  when  and  the  why  of  it — why  we 
should  have  no  heart  left  to  go  about  our  work,  or 
eat  our  dinner.' 
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VALKA 

Indeed,  we  must  all  die.  Why,  there's  young 
Loris,  the  flute-player. 

GORAS 

Ay,  he  died  but  last  night  :  and  there's  a  fine 
youth  gone,  if  you  like,  and  a  fine  musician.  And 
it's  a  strange  thing  :  it  came  to  me  yesterday  to  speak 
to  that  boy  as  I'd  never  spoke  to  a  valley  man  before. 
(musingly)  But  it  was  too  late,  seemingly.  Well, 
well  ;  fretting  won't  bring  him  back  now,  nor  it 
won't  help  me  down  into  the  valley  either.  Come, 
I  must  be  going.  Here,  Valka,  help  us  on  with 
that  finery. 

Valka  helps  him  to  put  on  the   embroidered 
jackety  sashy  etc. 

VALKA 

And  now,  children,  come  home  quickly. 

CHILDREN 

No,  no,  mother  !  You  promised  we  might  go  to 
the  edge  of  the  wood  where  the  yellow  flowers  grow. 
You  promised  ! 


Very  well,  then. 


VALKA 


GORAS 


Well,  good-day,  young  woman  ;  and  1  hope  we 
may  be  seeing  you  up  at  old  Jaik's  farm. 

The  Princess  has  sunk  on  to  the  fallen  trunk 
of  a  tree  and  takes  no  notice. 

Why,  don't  you  hear  what  I  say  ?     What  is  it  ? 
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PRINCESS 

And  she  who  died  for  you — the  Princess  ?  For 
her  you  have  not  even  gratitude  ? 

GORAS 

Always  the  same  old  story.  The  Princess,  and 
the  Princess,  and  the  Princess.  Is  the  girl  crazy  ? 
Now,  look  here,  young  woman,  I've  told  you  once 
before  the  Princess  is  nothing  to  me,  and  I'm  not 
one  to  go  about  spilling  over  with  gratitude  to  her, 
like  a  leaky  tub.  She  led  a  useless  kind  of  life  as 
far  as  I  can  see,  and  now  she's  done  the  best  thing 
she  could  with  it. 

Well,  I'm  going,  (to  children)  Come  on,  then, 
and  gather  your  king-cups. 

Exit  Goras  and  Children. 

Valka  prepares  to  follow^  but  glances  at  the 
Princess  who  has  hidden  her  head  in  her  hands, 
shuddering.  Valka  stops,  unpacks  her  basket,  and 
produces  a  pitcher  of  milk  and  a  shallow  cup 
into  which  she  pours  milk. 

PRINCESS 

And  here's  my  people's  gratitude,  to  lead 

Me  proudly  down  to  death  !    O,  they've  snuffed  out 

My  little  flame  of  vanity  made  glad, 

And  what's  left  now — but  nothing — nothing — 

VALKA 

(who  has  silently  approached  the  Princess 
with  the  cup) 

Come 
I  can't  go  leaving  you  like  this.     Look  here. 
Here's  milk  I  brought  for  the  children.     Drink  ;  its 

[good. 
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PRINCESS 

I  cannot  drink. 

VALKA 

Well,  then,  it's  rest  you  need. 
Rest  here  awhile,  and  I'll  return. 

PRINCESS 

What's  left 
To  rest  upon  ?     Though  in  the  end  this  deed 
Frees  all  the  land,  I  cannot  make  a  crutch 
Of  that  sweet  hope,  or  anything.     We  must 
Face  death  with  courage  born  in  our  own  hearts. 
Quite,  quite  alone. 

VALKA 

Why,  come. 
You  mustn't  talk  so  wild.     She  must  have  been — 
This  Princess — a  kind  mistress,  after  all, 
That  you  should  grieve  so  sorely. 

(offering  cup  again)    Come  now,  drink. 
The  Princess    takes    the    cup    obediently    and 
unconsciously  drinks  while  she  talks. 

PRINCESS 

No,  1  despised — I  hated  her.     She  knew 
Nothing.    She  lived  in  dreams.     She'd  never  seen 
People  like  you  are,  good  and  unafraid. 
I  thank  you  (she  hands  back  the  cup). 

VALKA 

There,  that's  better.  Ay,  it's  true 
What  our  old  proverb  says  :  '  A  valley  man 
Has  a  man's  body,  but  a  mouse's  heart.' 
You  spend  your  days  in  fear. 
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PRINCESS 

And  if  we  dwelt 
Among  the  hills,  would  it  be  otherwise  ? 
Speak,  could  we  face  death  then  ? 

VALKA 

I  know  men  say 
Our  God  was  your  God  in  the  ancient  days. 
It  is  but  since  you've  left  him  and  forgot 
To  worship  where  he  haunts,  that  you've  grown  mad 
And  troubles  have  increased  on  you. 

(The  children  call  her)     I  come. 

PRINCESS 

Tell  me  of  this  forgotten  God,  for  mine 
In  the  cold  heavens  has  deserted  me. 

The  children  call. 

VALKA  [answering  the  children) 

I  come  anon,  anon.  [To  Princess)  Look  you,  he's  called 
By  many  names — such  as  the  Lord  of  Spring, 
Bringer  of  peace  and  all  earth's  fruits,  as  well 
As  Horned  One,  and  also  King  of  the  Wood, 
Because  his  spirit  dwells  in  the  wood. 

[The  children  call  again)  I  come. 

(Exit  Valka). 

PRINCESS 

The  King  of  the  Wood,  they  write  of  in  old  books, 
The  Horned  One  my  nurses  whispered  of 
On  summer  noons.     But  he  whose  worship  fills 
These  mountain  men  with  such  shrewd  dignity 
Is  more  than  children's  stories.     All  my  life 
Have  I  not  known  him  more  ?     His  spirit  led 
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My  wandering  feet  till  sunset.     When  night  came 
I  almost  could  have  touched  his  sleeping  face 
Among  the  leaves.    He  blessed  my  heart  with  peace, 
And  made  me  strong  to  summon  forth  the  truth. 
Only  among  the  fevered  crowds  of  men, 
Pain,  ignorance,  and  noise,  he  shpped  away. 
And  left  me  turned  to  vanities.     Then  fear. 
Fear,  overwhelming,  conquered.     Now  I  daren't 
Remember,     I  am  shaking,  shattered,  lost, 
Driven,  a  rudderless  ship,     O  Spirit  of  Peace, 
Mute,  perfect  Spirit  of  Comfort,  come,  come  back  ! 
I  know  you  are  near — 

(she  looks  round  at  the  trees) 

— most  near.     Great  God  of  Earth, 
Come  back  to  me  !     O  Spirit,  Spirit,  come  ! 

The  KING  OF  THE  WOOD  appears.  He  is 
seated  directly  facing  the  audience.  He  is  brown 
and  naked.  His  legs  are  hairy  and  end  in  hoofs. 
He  looks  larger  and  more  solid  than  a  man^  He 
has  large  light  eyes^  and  horns  spring  out  of 
the  black  hair  curling  low  on  his  flat  forehead. 
He  holds  a  reed  pipe. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

The  dew  has  fallen,  and  the  stars  are  drowned. 
Good-morrow,  all  my  trees  that  stand  around. 

PRINCESS 

He  is  here  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

My  flowers  fair,  unclose  your  dewy  eyes ; 
The  birds  awake  and  soon  the  sun  will  rise, 

(to  the  trees) 
Now  wait,  my  great  ones,  wait,  until  he  spreads 
Light  on  your  murmuring  heads. 
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PRINCESS 

Ah,  Spirit  I  called ;  is  it  you  ? 

THE   KING   OF   THE   WOOD   {he  Stngs) 

Then  in  his  light  the  whole  of  the  day 
Under  your  branches  I  will  play, 

Play  and  sing 

To  the  blossoming  of  spring. 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Speak,  is  it  you  ? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD  {he  sings) 

Sing  and  play, 

Through  the  sunny,  sunny  day. 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Are  you  the  great  God  come  to  me  ?    Answer, 

[speak ! 

THE   KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

I  am  the  horned  God  of  the  Wood ;  the  King 
Of  bright  and  stormy  Spring. 

PRINCESS 

Surely,  I  knew.      He  has  come  to  my  call,  he  is 
My  master,  found.     (She /a/Is  at  his  feet)  [here, 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

I  am  the  Horned  One,  the  King  of  the  Wood. 

He  glances  at  the  Princess  foi  the  first  time 
A  human  thing  is  here.     She  worships.     Good  ! 
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(meditatively) 
She  does  not  bring  sweet  honey-cake  or  praise, 
As  do  the  mountain  men  who  know  my  ways. 

He  speaks  to  himself  again 

I  am  the  God  of  the  Wood.     Three  months  ago 
I  woke.     The  noiseless  world  was  streaked  with 
But  I,  the  God  of  Spring,  I  came  to  stir         [snow. 
The  hidden  life  in  her.  (He  sings) 

I  told  the  roots  and  shoots  to  grow. 
Out  of  the  darkness  down  below. 
And  first,  beneath  a  dripping  stone, 
A  violet  looked  out  alone. 
And  all  the  others  I  bid  them  be 
Fair  and  valorous  as  she. 

PRINCESS 

I  too  would  be  made  valorous  as  a  flower  ! 

THE   KING   OF  THE   WOOD    (he  sings) 

Now  the  grass,  the  earth's  green  hair. 
Waving  deep,  is  everywhere. 
Now  on  the  flowers'  starry  faces 
Butterflies  make  their  resting-places ; 

Honey-bees  come. 

And  boom  and  hum. 
And  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Beautiful  God  of  Spring — my  Master,  found 
After  such  bitter  pain,  I  kiss  your  feet. 

She  bends  right  down  as  if  to  kiss  his  feet 
THE    KING   OV   THE   WOOD 

My  feet  are  hard  and  hooved  and  rough  with  hair ; 
Let  those  whose  lips  would  touch  my  feet,  beware ! 
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PRINCESS 

Yet  under  them  the  perfect  flowers  spring 
No,  no  ;  I  will  not  fear. 


THE    KING   OF   THE    WOOD 

Beneath  my  feet  the  flowers  shrivel  again ; 
The  bees  are  silent  in  the  autumn  rain. 
In  autumn  days  my  harsh  and  mourning  breath 
Brings  death. 

PRINCESS 

Why  are  his  words  thus  merciless,  and  strange  ? 

(She  speaks  in  a  trembling  voice) 

Most  great  One,  who  have  heard  your  suppliant's  call, 
Have  pity  on  her  weakness.     Help  her,  God  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

listening  with  raised  head 

Hark  now,  hark ! 

In  the  far  meadows  rises  up  a  lark. 

A  cuckoo  flew  across  the  empty  glade ; 

Was  it  not  full  of  content,  the  song  he  made  ? 

PRINCESS 

And  is  this  all  ? 

I,  who  am  desolate,  hungry  for  one  word 

Of  comfort,  is  this  all  ? 

THE    KING    OF    THE    WOOD   {he  sings) 

I  woke,  I  woke,  three  months  ago 

The  waiting  world  was  streaked  with  snow : 

I  woke  upon  the  sprouting  lawn. 

And  whispered  to  the  birds  at  dawn  : 

I  told  them  all  it  was  a  sin 

To  pipe  so  rainy-cold  and  thin  ; 
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And  perching  on  my  horns  and  feet 

I  taught  them  to  sing  loud  and  sweet  : 

So  now  they  know  a  thousand  ways 

To  clamour  of  the  spring  and  cry  its  praise. 

Good-day  to  you, 

Lark  and  cuckoo, 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Has  he  no  thought,  then,  but  for  heartless  birds, 
Who  sings  so  sweet  as  I  lie  suffering  ? 
Does  he  care  nothing  for  my  soul  ?     O  King, 

She  stretches  out  her  hands  to  him. 

My  precious  soul,  they  will  tear  it  from  my  breast, 
Like  a  white  winged  bird  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Why  does  she  keep  a  bird  in  her  with  wings  ? 
It  never  ventures  forth,  and  never  sings. 

PRINCESS 

My  soul's  my  spirit,  my  essence  divine. 
My  one  immortal  part. 

[lowering  her  voice  with  terror)  What  can  he  mean  ? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   V^OOD 

Out  in  the  growing  woods  we  never  heard 
Of  such  a  curious  and  foolish  bird. 

PRINCESS 

Giver  of  wisdom,  can  you  speak  like  this  ? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

The  men  of  old,  they  had  no  birds  inside, 

Yet  they  were  men  like  her  and  lived  and  died. 
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PRINCESS  (as  she  looks  at  him) 

0  towering  God,  so  great,  with  parted  lips, 

Are  you  no  more  than  a  beast  then  ?    Do  you  know 
Nothing  of  all  my  strivings,  and  the  land 
In  jeopardy  ?     Nay,  listen  ;   my  dear  soul. 
My  soul,  my  sou\.... [The  King  of  the  Wood  looks  slowly 

\^at  her) 
It's  true  significance 
Slips  from  me  in  his  presence.     O  my  soul ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

The  words  of  man  go  buzz-abuzz  like  bees. 

His  words  will  drive  him  mad.    Good-day,  my  trees ! 

THE   PRINCESS  (wailing) 
The  soul  of  man  is  more  than  a  word,  more,  more  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD   (he  sings) 

Come  out,  come  out,  young  rabbits,  and  play, 
Come,  dance  at  my  feet,  for  here  is  the  day  ; 

Come  nibble  and  chew. 

And  leap  in  the  dew, 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

THE    PRINCESS 

No  human  meanings  reach  his  iron  heart. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

1  am  Spring's  Lord,  the  conqueror  of  snows. 

The  God  of  all  that  grows.  rj     • 

^  He  sings. 

All  creatures  young  in  farm  and  brake 

Now  hear  my  piping  and  awake  ; 

The  calves  newborn,  more  soft  than  silk, 

Now  gladly  suck  their  mother's  milk. 

And  lambs  do  drink  with  all  their  might, 

And  tails  a-tremble  for  delight. 
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PRINCESS 

He  cares  for  cattle  and  their  senseless  young, 
Yet  has  not  even  pity,  not  though  I, 
A  ruler  of  the  earth,  must  die  to-day. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Must  she  die  ? 

So  also  must  this  little  tender  fly. 

This  fly  which  tickled  me  upon  my  head. 

He  slowly  raises  his  hand  and  catches  it  in  the  air. 

Now  it  is  dead. 

It  knows  no  more  the  forest  and  the  skies. 

But  what  of  that  ?     The  earth  has  other  flies. 

PRINCESS 

0  cruel  past  belief !     Yea,  beast,  not  God  ! 
The  earth  has  other  flies,  and  I  to  him 

Am  no  more  than  a  fly.     Yet  I  who  am  here 
Have  been  a  queen  of  men,  though  those  blank  eyes 
Refuse  to  look  on  me. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Why  should  I  look,  having  the  Spring  to  praise  ? 

1  know  her  well,  and  how  she  spends  her  days. 

He  looks  at  her. 

PRINCESS  {shielding  her  face) 
What  does  he  know  ?     O  shattering,  shining  stare ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 
looking  slowly  round  and  up 

The  morning  light  is  spreading  in  the  sky. 
I  know  her  well,  and  how  her  days  go  by, 
Waiting  for  love,  and  to  give  children  birth, 
Like  every  maid  on  earth. 
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PRINCESS 

No,  he  knows  nothing.     Waiting — Yes,  it  is  true — 

I  am  as  all  the  rest.  '^'"^^y 

For  what  is  an  immortal  soul  to  me  ? 

The  thought  of  life  on  earth  is  what  I  prized, 

And  love  it  is  I  waited  for.     My  dreams 

My  precious  dreams,  my  dear  imaginings, 

0  never,  never,  never  to  be  true  ! 

Always  my  heart  stirred  wondering  what  might  be. 
When  in  the  wood  I  saw  that  boy,  I  wished 
That  there  might  come  to  me  a  prince  of  the  world 
So  fair,  like  him,  who  had  grown  up  in  the  sun. 

What  am  I  saying — doing  ?     I  who  was  proud. 
My  dreams,  I  have  but  looked  into  your  eyes 
Now  it's  too  late.     And  ever  at  the  end 
There  was  a  warm  child  on  my  breast.     No,  no, 

1  cannot,  cannot  bear  it  ! 

She  bunts  out  crying  passionately^  and  heats 
the  ground. 

Ah,  the  future 
That  stretched  before  me  like  the  sun  on  the  sea  ! 

She  weeps  afresh  and  for  some  time  continues 
to  sob  violently^  crouching  low  on  the  ground, 
whilst  the  King  of  the  Wood  goes  on  singing 
and  piping. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD   {he  sings) 

Awake,  my  black  and  golden  bees  ; 
Awake,  my  squirrels  that  scamper  up  the  trees  ; 
Small  sly  ferret  and  fair  chequered  snake, 
Wake,  wake,  wake,  wake. 

Wake  and  go 

In  my  forests  to  and  fro. 
Where  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 
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PRINCESS 

That  I,  a  great  queen,  should  be  brought  to  this, 
Howhng,  a  savage,  and  I  cannot  cease. 
Why  am  I  not  stung  to  the  heart  with  shame, 
With  shame,  O  God  ? 

THE    KING    OF   THE   WOOD 

What  is  this  stinging  creature  men  call  shame  ? 
Out  in  the  woods  we  do  not  know  his  name. 
He  must  dread  light,  and  hide  him  like  a  louse 
In  man's  dark  house. 

PRINCESS 

No,  surely  it  is  shameful  to  have  spoke 

As  I  have  spoken  ;  shameful  to  weep  thus — 

Yet  it  is  better.     O,  you  dewy  grass, 

It  is  a  desolate  comfort.     I  have  dared 

Look  in  my  heart,  I  am  deceived  no  more. 

Cruel  it  is,  but  it  is  better  now  ; 

Yes,  better,  better. 

She  still  sobs  and  moans,  but  much  less  violently. 
THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

At  first  all  creatures  moan  and  writhe  in  pain, 
Which  in  a  little  while  are  still  again. 
She  will  not  hurt  my  grass,  and  I  will  play 
A  welcome  to  the  day     (he  sings) 

Day,  day. 
Fruitful  day. 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

The  Princess  sobs  more  and  more  quietly. 
At  last  she  looks  «/>,  rises  on  to  her  knees,  and 
passes  her  hands  through  her  hair  with  a  long 
shuddering  sigh. 
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PRINCESS 

My  heart  is  empty  ;  I  can  weep  no  more. 
The  truth  is  hard  as  earth  and  stones,  but  yet 
Not  horrible  now.     I  can  lament  no  more. 
Now  let  me  breathe  : 
I  will  wipe  away  my  tears  upon  the  leaves. 

She  catches  at  some  low-hanging  beech 
branches^  and  presses  the  leaves  against  her 
cheeks. 

Cool  leaves,  cool  leaves,  and  tender  smell  of  spring ! 

Am  I  the  same  who  cried  so  passionately 

A  moment  since?    The  listening  trees  stand  round  ; 

The  great  God  plays  :  and  I  must  listen  as  well. 

THE   KING  OF  THE   V^OOD   (he  sings) 

Where  yellow  buttercups  do  blow 

The  horned  kine  are  up  and  go. 

My  own  beasts,  mine, 

The  horned  kine. 

With  heavy  bones, 

As  strong  as  stones. 

And  wrinkled  necks,  and  bellies  round, 

And  noses  soft  that  snuff  the  ground. 

They  munch  in  peace,  in  peace,  and  pass 

Among  the  fields  of  dewy  grass. 

PRINCESS 

Let  me  but  share  that  peace,  great  King  of  the  Wood! 
I  thought  myself  a  queen  whose  shadow  stretched 
Over  the  whole  earth's  face  ;  but  now  I  am  changed. 
I  ask  no  more  compassion, — praise ;  I  am  proud. 
If  I  may  creep  unnoticed  to  your  feet. 
Yours,  even  as  the  other  creatures  are — 
No  more. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

All  creatures  in  the  earth  that  live  and  die 
Are  mine ;  but  man  forgets. 
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PRINCESS  (stretching  out  her  arms) 
Not  I,  not  I  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

She  moans  no  longer  now,  and  does  not  tear 
With  silly  shrieks  my  pleasant  morning  air. 
Now  she  is  quiet,  as  my  creatures  dumb. 
Let  her  come  near,  if  so  she  will. 

PRINCESS 

I  come. 

She  flings  herself  forward^  and  then  sinks  back 
slowly,  leaning  against  his  feet  with  a  murmur  of 
content. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

She  rests  in  peace,  she  fears  no  longer.     Good 
Her  hair  smells  still  as  hair  of  young  things  should. 
So  let  her  rest,  and  I  will  praise  and  sing 
The  blossoming  of  Spring. 

PRINCESS 

And  I  will  listen  like  a  child  come  home. 
The  shiverings  of  my  body  and  heart  are  stilled ; 
The  bands  of  misery  which  bound  my  head 
Are  loosened  now.     The  soft  wind  stirs  my  hair 
Better  than  any  human  fingers.     Peace 
Against  his  sheltering  hairy  feet  is  found. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

My  trees,  my  rooted  dancers,  wake  and  hear : 
The  long,  bright  day  is  near. 
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PRINCESS 

You  guardian  trees,  whose  roots  reach  deep  in  earth, 
Whose  rounded  heads  kiss  the  sweet  winds  above, 
Where  flit  the  birds,  and  dwell  in  caverns  green, 
And  pass  on  unknown  journeys  silently  ; 
You  bushes  which  are  sanctuaries  for  birds, 
And  flowers  looking  at  the  clear- washed  skies. 
And  feeding  beasts,  and  grass,  and  mossy  stones, 
Waiting  the  day  ;  I  am  your  sister  now. 

She  looks  up  at  the  King  of  the  Wood 

Great  eyes,  like  water  slipping  over  stones. 

Sharp  horns  bepearled  with  dew.    Sing  on,  sing  on! 

THE    KING   OF   THE    WOOD    (he  sings) 

All  creatures  now  that  creep  or  run 
Are  glad  that  day  is  well  begun. 
The  shining  frogs  do  leap  and  pass 
Among  the  forests  of  the  grass. 

The  spider  walks 

The  tender  stalks. 

And  lady  birds 

In  spotted  herds, 
And  noble  beetles  burnished  green 
Leap,  leap,  because  the  light  is  seen  ; 

And  I  will  play. 

To  their  leaping  I  will  play, 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Sing  on  for  ever  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   V^OOD 

And  even  in  the  valleys,  heavy  man 

Goes  on  his  way  as  gladly  as  he  can. 

Long  since  the  trailing  cry  of  cocks  he  heard 

In  chambers  dark  beneath  the  roofs,  and  stirred. 
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{he  sings) 
Now,  blue  above  his  roofs  and  spires 
Is  misty  smoke  of  morning  fires  ; 
And  over  all  the  earth's  wide  breast 
He  runs,  till  night  shall  bring  him  rest. 

And  I  will  play, 

As  he  labours  I  will  play, 
And  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

Across  the  world  my  fellow  men  awake. 

THE    KING   OF   THE    WOOD     {he  sings) 

Along  the  stretching  roads  go  they 
With  cracking  whips,  away,  away  ; 
On  dusty,  dipping  roads,  which  lead 
By  rivers  slow  and  misty  mead  ; 
Away  across  the  grassy  plain, 
By  clustered  cities  on  again  ; 
Away,  and  on  where  reeds  grow  high 
And  over  the  marshes  curlews  cry. 

PRINCESS 

Over  the  marshes  to  the  sandy  shores, 
Where  even  the  flowers  are  pale,  where  salt  winds 

[blow, 
And  in  the  adventurous  morning  sail  the  ships 
To  other  wave-lapped  islands,  waiting  day. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

In  shadow  still  the  plains  and  mighty  sea 
Wait.     But  the  streams  in  passing  call  to  me 
That  soon  above,  on  every  mountain's  head, 
The  golden  sun  will  spread. 

PRINCESS 

And  kiss  the  flowers  fairer  than  the  dawn 

On  the  fresh  slopes.     I  hear  the  running  streams 

Murmur  the  news,  down,  down  among  the  woods. 
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THE   KING   OF   THE  WOOD     (he  sings) 

So,  SO,  the  streams  run  on, 
Ever  here  and  ever  gone  ; 
Strong,  strong,  and  rushing  clear. 
Ever  gone  and  ever  here. 
Bubbhng  silver,  as  they  go, 
Sliding  deep  the  waters  flow. 

The  waters  flow. 

Cold  waters  flow, 
Where  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

PRINCESS 

(speaking  more  and  more  dreamily) 

Their  murmuring  fills  my  very  heart  with  peace. 
A  complete  peace  closes  my  eyes.     If  death. 
Death,  in  the  end,  so  feared,  were  only  this — 
To  fall  asleep,  asleep,  asleep,  assured 
That  this  surrounding  life  shall  ever  spring 
Miraculous  and  new. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

For  all  things  living  is  one  end  in  store — 
To  turn  into  the  earth  and  live  no  more. 

He  sings 

And  out  of  the  earth  again  are  born 
Growing  grass,  and  trees,  and  corn, 
To  drink  the  sun  and  drink  the  rain. 
Then  die,  down  again — 
Down,  down  into  the  ground. 
Up  again,  and  round  and  round. 
So  my  creatures  live  and  die, 
So  the  sun  goes  round  the  sky, 

So  the  sun 

His  course  doth  run. 
And  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 
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PRINCESS 


slowly  rising  into  a  kneeling  position 

To  turn  into  the  brown  earth — even  so. 
O,  I  must  laugh  to  think  that  even  man's 
Fretting  and  pain  should  end  so  perfectly  ! 

THE    KING   OF   THE   V^OOD 

And  all  his  beauty,  all  his  pride  and  heat 
Must  in  the  brown  earth  end,  beneath  my  feet. 

PRINCESS  [springing  up) 

But  out  of  the  earth  once  more  shall  spring  the  grass, 

The  forests,  and  the  golden  fields  of  corn. 

To  feed  man's  children's  children  ;  they  shall  know 

Truth  as  I  know  it  now.     The  coming  of  death 

Is  no  appalling,  black  catastrophe. 

No  vile  and  secret  horror — no  more  vile 

Than  this  fair  dawn  which  daily  drinks  the  stars, 

And  blossoms  in  the  unending  march  of  time. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Now  day  is  here,  and  bounteous  spreading  light. 
When  all  things  gladly  go  their  ways  till  night. 

PRINCESS 

And  let  me  too,  without  despair  or  tears, 
Moaning  or  fervour,  even  as  all  things  go 
Their  appointed  noiseless  ways,  pass  gladly  on 
Free,  unaccompanied,  and  unafraid — 
Even  to  the  dragon's  lair. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD   (he  sings) 

And  I  will  play 

Through  the  sunny,  sunny  day, 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 
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PRINCESS 

And  I  will  start  with  dancing  feet,  unafraid. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Why  should  men  fear  ?    Why  should  they  moan  and 
No  dragon  is  there  in  my  cave  of  sleep.         [weep  ? 

PRINCESS 

No  dragon  in  the  awaiting  darkness? — Nay 
Lord  of  bright  air,  you  know  not  what  you  say ! 
No  Evil  One  with  terrible  teeth  to  tear 
And  black  and  breathing  fear,  awaits  me  there  ? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Within  my  cave  there  is  no  fear  at  all, 

But  shadows  dark,  and  sleep,  long  sleep,  for  all. 

PRINCESS 

Your  cave,  yours,  yours  ?  O  God  most  great  and  dear, 
Were  this  the  truth,  how  could  men  ever  fear? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

I  know  my  cave,  where  through  the  winters  dead 
I  rest  my  heavy  body,  heavy  head : 
My  winter  cave,  whose  solemn  shadows  bring 
Long  rest  to  me  who  am  a  God  and  King, 
And  to  my  creatures  sleep  without  a  breath, 
Unstirring  in  the  dark — sleep  which  is  death. 

PRINCESS 

Sleep  which  is  death.     There  is  no  more  to  fear, 
I  have  been  mad  till  now.     The  truth  is  clear. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Why  should  men  fear  ?     Why  should  they  weep  or 
There  is  no  Lord  of  Death  but  I  alone.         [moan  ? 
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PRINCESS 

The  Lord  of  all  that  grows  beneath  the  sun. 
There  is  none  other.     Life  and  Death  are  one ; 
And  he,  the  Lord  of  both. 

[she  stretches  out  her  arms  joyfully  towards  him) 

With  my  last  breath 
I  worship  you,  Giver  of  Life  and  Death ! 

[She  is  silent  for  a  little  while  with  her  head 
bowed.     Then  she  suddenly  looks  up,  questioning) 

And  they  men  called  your  servants,  even  they, 
The  Scarlet  Women  with  the  faces  gray 
And  eyes  of  fiames,  the  frightful  things  abhorred — 
I  had  forgotten.     What  of  them,  O  Lord? 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

The  Scarlet  Women  with  the  eyes  of  flames 
I  have  not  seen.     I  do  not  know  their  names. 

PRINCESS 

Surely  I  knew  already :  they  who  were 

Powers  of  utter  terror  and  despair, 

Who  round  me,  crowding  in  the  darkness,  seemed 

More  real  than  the  eternal  stars — but  dreamed 

They  are,  but  phantoms  born  and  bred 

In  man's  unhappy  head. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 

Within  man's  brain  are  many  phantoms  born. 
Which  cannot  bear  the  pleasant  light  of  morn. 

He  looks  up 
Now  softly  swims  the  sun  into  the  sky, 
Making  it  all  one  lake  of  light.     And  I 

He  sings 
And  I  must  play 
To  his  shining  through  the  day 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 
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PRINCESS 

Play  on,  play  on,  in  peace  the  long  day  through. 

She  turns  towards  the  cave  and  calls  clearly 
But  you,  my  ancient  torturing  enemies,  you. 
Enslaving  horrors  born  of  fear  and  night, 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  and  perish  in  the  light ! 

THE    WITCHES 

moaning  within  the  cavern 
lao — leo. 
What  is  this  cruel  voice  that  bids  us  go  ? 

PRINCESS  {calling 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  and  taste  the  air  of  day, 
And  writhe  and  fade  away. 

THE  V^ITCHES  {within  the  cavern) 
What  is  this  thing  appalling 
This  voice,  calling,  calling? 
The  voice,  the  voice  I  hear 
Of  one  who  knows  not  fear — 
She  calls — and  we  must  go — 
leo — leo ! 

PRINCESS  [calling) 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  appear ! 
Come ! 

THE    FIRST   V^ITCH 
appears  crouching  at  the  mouth  of  the  cavern 
I  am  here. 

She  shrikes^  putting  her  hands  to  her  head 
This  murderous,  murderous  light 
Will  kill  me  quite. 
Blasaloth,  lao, 
I  am  sick,  I  am  sick,  I  must  go. 

She  begins  descending  the  stepSy  groping  wildly 
and  blindly  in  front  of  her 
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THE    SECOND   WITCH 

appears  and  sings 

This  piercing  song  is  worst ; 
My  ears  will  burst. 

She  cries  after  the  First  fVitch 
Whither  away  ? 
Ah  sister,  sister,  stay ! 

She  follows  First  IVitch 

THE   THIRD    WITCH 

appears  and  sings 

The  shining,  shining  skies 
Scald  out  my  eyes. 

She  follows  Second  Witch 

THE    FOURTH    WITCH 
appears  and  sings 

The  blossoms  of  the  Spring 
My  feet  do  sting. 

She  follows  Third  fVitch 

THE    FIFTH   WITCH 
appears  and  sings  with  others  behind  her 

They  go,  and  we  must  go — 
leo — lao  ! 

They  follow  the  others.  They  are  now  down  the 
cavern  steps  and  on  the  level  ground.  They  sing 
one  after  another  and  sometimes  together^  and 
writhing^  clutching^  and  dancing  wildly^  they 
follow  their  leader  and  disappear  one  aftet  the 
other  to  the  left. 
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WITCHES 

What  is  this  that  I  felt  ?— 
O,  I  twist— O,  I  melt— 
My  heart  is  grown  cold — 
I  am  faint — I  am  old — 
I  tear — O,  I  twist — 
She  is  melting  as  mist— 

0  misery,  stay — 

She  is  vanished  away — 

1  sicken — I  choke — 
Her  body  is  smoke — 

I  am  torn — I  am  tossed — 
She  is  gone — she  is  lost — 
My  power  is  fled — 
O,  I  die — She  is  dead — 
She  is  gone — As  I  go — 
Blasaloth — I  eo — 
lao! 

She   Last   Witch    disappears    and  they    are 
heard  wailing  in  the  distance 

PRINCESS 
exultantly  looking  after  them 
A  little  mist  around  the  tree-stems  tall, 
A  vanishing  faint  mist,  and  that  is  all. 

THE    KING   OF   THE   V^^OOD 

Now  the  unreachable  and  rocky  height 
Of  mountains  which  have  talked  with  stars  all  night, 
And  know  the  messages  the  cold  moon  brings, 
Stand  clothed  in  the  light  of  sun,  like  kings. 
Now  one  by  one  the  rocks  and  rushing  streams 
He  touches  with  the  beauty  of  his  beams.  (He  sings) 

And  soon,  my  creatures,  even  here 

His  golden  glory  will  appear, 

To  drink  the  mist  around  the  trees. 

And  scatter  gold  upon  my  knees 

And  swaying  gold  across  the  ground.  .  . 
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The  TWO  CHILDREN  come  running  in  ;  they 
carry  big  bunches  of  king-cups.  They  run  past 
the  King  of  the  fVoody  without  seeing  him^  and 
go  straight  up  to  the  Princess. 

THE   TWO   CHILDREN 

White  lady,  lady,  you  are  found ! 

FIRST   CHILD 

Look  at  our  king-cups  ! 

SECOND   CHILD 

You  may  hold. 

They  both  give  her  their  bunches 

PRINCESS  (taking  them) 
How  bright  they  are,  more  bright  than  gold. 

FIRST   CHILD 

We  paddled  in  and  picked  them  all. 

PRINCESS  (seating  herself) 
See,  shall  I  make  a  golden  ball  ? 

SECOND   CHILD 

White  lady,  yes... 

The  Princess  takes  off  her  bracelet  and  pulls 
the  stalks  of  the  king-cups  through  it.,  thus  making 
a  round  ball  of  flowers.  The  Children  lean 
against  her  knees^  and  watch  all  she  does  with 
absorbed  interest. 

PRINCESS  (holding  up  the  ball) 
That's  swiftly  done. 
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FIRST   CHILD 

O,  it  is  shining  like  the  sun ! 

PRINCESS 

Now  I  will  show  you.     Do  you  see 
Those  rocks  ? 

She  points  at  the  rocks  round  the  cavern 

And  will  you  climb  with  me  ? 

SECOND  CHILD 

Yes,  yes,  we  will ! 

FIRST  CrtiLD  (looking) 

How  fine  and  high  ! 

SECOND  CHILD 

I  like  to  chmb. 

FIRST   CHILD 

And  so  do  I. 

PRINCESS 

And  when  we've  climbed  that  rocky  stair — 
There,  where  the  darkness  is— 

She  shows  them  the  cavern  mouth. 
SECOND  CHILD  (pointing) 

Up  there. 

PRINCESS  (with  a  gesture) 

I'll  take  your  golden  ball,  and  throw, 
And  you  shall  chase  it  down — 

THE   CHILDREN 
crying  out  with  pleasure 

Oh— oh ! 
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FIRST   CHILD 

We'll  run  a  race  ! 


SECOND  CHILD 

We'll  run  a  race  ! 


FIRST   CHILD 

How  good  you  are  ! 

SECOND  CHILD 

I  like  your  face. 

FIRST   CHILD 

You  take  my  hand. 

SECOND  CHILD 

And  mine  as  well. 

The  Princess  takes  their  hands  and  begins 
mounting  the  cavern  steps.  Then  she  turns  round 
and  cries  to  the  King  of  the  Wood 

PRINCESS 

Now  play  on,  God,  play  on,  and  so  farewell— 

THE    KING   OF   THE   WOOD 
without  turning  his  head 

Farewell,  she  says,  and  goes  her  ways.     Even  so 
All  creatures  come  and  go. 

He  sings 

But  I  must  play 

To  the  spreading,  spreading  day, 
As  the  green  leaves  grow  around. 

He  plays  more  and  more  loudly  and  joyfully  as 
the  Princess  goes  up  the  steps,  laughing  and 
playing  with  the  Children.  Having  reached 
the  top,  she  stands  at  the  mouth  of  the  cavern, 
looking  down.  The  Children  are  on  each  side 
of  her. 
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PRINCESS 

Here  am  I  come,  O  King,  in  peace,  and  glad, 

Fulfilling  thus  the  ancient  prophecy. 

I  know  that  death  is  easy  as  a  sleep, 

The  simple  end  of  all  earth's  creatures.     This 

Your  wisdom  taught  me.     But  for  man  alone 

Death  can  be  more — a  triumph. 

O,  listen,  in  my  heart  is  that,  which  you. 

For  all  your  greatness,  cannot  comprehend, 

Even  though  I  learnt  it  sitting  at  your  feet. 

Listen.     Your  dumb  and  perfect  creatures  know 

Nor  past  nor  future,  and  they  die  at  last 

In  blind  submission,  when  their  strength  is  gone ; 

But  I,  a  daughter  born  of  man, — of  man. 

Your  weak,  unvalued  child — can  will  to  die 

And  know  that  through  my  deed  of  death  this  day 

A  people  shall  come  after  me,  not  slaves 

To  scourging  fear,  but  wise  and  free. 

The  sunlight  has  reached  the  woods  and  floods 
everything  with  light. 

THE  CHILDREN 

The  sun ! 
White  lady,  see,  the  sun  !      Now  throw  our  balls  ! 

PRINCESS 
raising  her  arm  with  the  ball 

Run  down,  run  down,  rejoicing  into  the  light. 
Children  of  man. 

Man  who  is  greater  than  all  creatures  are. 
Yea,  greater  even  than  the  King  of  the  Wood, 
Himself  a  God. 

^he  throws  down  the  balls  and  cries  as  she 
throws 
The  shadow  of  the  Evil  One  shall  be  destroyed  for 

[ever! 

no 


The  Children  run  down  the  stepSy  following 
the  ball  into  the  sun.  There  is  a  burst  of  music. 
The  eye  follows  the  brightly  dressed^  moving 
children.  Meanwhile  the  Princess  silently 
disappears  into  the  cavern ^  and  the  King  of  the 
Wood  disappears  also. 

Enter  valka.  The  Children  pick  up  the  ball 
and  run  into  her  arms. 


FIRST   CHILD 

O,  mother,  here  you  are  !     I  am  glad  you've  come. 

SECOND   CHILD 

We've  had  such  a  fine  game. 

FIRST   CHILD 

Can  we  eat  now  ? 


For  I  am  hungry. 


VALKA 

Very  well,  sit  here. 

She  makes  them  sit  beside  her  and  opens  the 
basket^  She  brings  out  a  loaf  of  bread  wrapped 
in  a  napkin.  She  cuts  big  slices  and  gives  them 
to  the  Children 


O,  it  is  good 


FIRST  CHILD  (eating) 

VALKA  {as  she  cuts  the  bread) 
Where  is  that  young  girl  gone  ? 

Ill 


SECOND   CHILD 

She  went  away. 


To  go  home  after  all 


VALKA 

She  must  have  thought  it  best 


FIRST   CHILD 

She  played  with  me. 

SECOND   CHILD 

And  with  me  too. 

(pointing)  O,  there's  a  squirrel.     See  ! 
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